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. | Queen Diſreſs d, 0 touch the Ladies Eyes, 
Noble Prince, hat for her Beauty dies; 3 
Britiſh Queen, /amenting tbeir ſad Fate | 

andurning oer the Unfottanate. 

, 7; there here, thut cu ſo cruel be, 

vol 10 mours at their fad Tragedy)? 

/e ſuch Honour, and ſuch Beauty fall, | 

% England's Queen: mourn at their Funeral. 

Hur Noble Britons, tho for Arms renown'd, 

e for the Fair a tender Pity found: _ 

e in the midſt of Slaughter ftill took care, 
: to deſtrey, but guard the tender Fair. 

en let this Night your Courages be ſeen, 
874 guard the Britiſh and the Albion Queen. 
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By Jo. Haines. 


O 2: 4 have ever theupt to bave ſeen me 

Tach d tothe End of a deep Tragedy? 

hey might as welt have areſs'd me out to Dance, 

ent ne an Ambaſſador to France. 

I aw ford to come, for, ſay my Maſters, 

ur Phiz will bring as off from all Diſaſters. : 
ASC Now 


Now you muſt know, I thought a Beau might be 
A better Suppliant for a Tragedy; © 
His pretty Fare, his Dimple, and his Smile, 
Might many tender Ladies Hearts beguile, 

But Nolens, Volens, Pricky nut appear; 
And ht am I to ſay, now I'm come here? 
Oh ! Tn to tell you that the Players ſay, j 


Unlz/5 you kindly do receive this Play, 

There's ahove half ef them will loſe their Pay. 
Nay more, the Poet too will loſe his Gains, 
Unleſs youre pleds' d to ſmile upon Count Haines. 
\ Let me not ſue in vain, You ſhining Sphere, | 
Nor you my Pit-Friends, that to me are dear; 
My middle Gallery-Friends will ſure afjift me, 
And for the upper Tire they never miſt me. 
Then let your hearty Wiſhes all be ſhown 
To give the Albion Queens their jaſt Renown. 


4 


8 A — 5 K 
— * —— +. — — — 
——— unites aide oo . otr do itis ether nee antes, ey owed hang 2 was 
= * * — — - * 


x 


* 


Dramatis Perſons 


NME N. 

Duke of Neat, tir. ih 

Daviſir, Mr. Both, 

Morton, | Mr. Mills. 

Cecil, | Mr. Keen. 

Gifford, Mr. Bicher/taff. 
WOMEN. 

Queen Elizabeth, | Mrs. Knight 

Mary Queen / Scots, Mrs. Oldfield. 

Dowglas the Page, Mrs. Porter, 


Ladies, Gentlemen, Guards, &c. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Cecil and Daviſin, diſcover'd. 


EmemberDazi/n, thou riſing Star! 
Who took thee from thy Lownels! 
Jl. made thee ſnine 
A living Monument of thy Miſ- 
treſs Favour; 
Then plac d thee on this an 
* LO _ ng 
Men will appear like Birds or InſeQs to thee; 
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8 The ALBION QUEENS; ,h 
, Remember too, thou now art in a Sphere = : 
| Where Princes to their Favours ſet no Bounds, 
=_ And their Rewards, tho' large and bottomleis, 
_— Vet Stateſmen have no mean betwixt i Be: 
: The Extreameſt Pinnacle of Height and Ruin. 
Dav. Wiſeſt, and Juſtelt, that in Courts e'er dwelt! 
| Great Oracle of Hritain ! Prince of Statefmen ! 
8 Whom Men, nor Angels, ſcarce can praiſe enough, 
| Nor Divine Plato ever ſpoke like you; | 
Plato, on whoſe ſweet Lips the Muſes ſung, 
And Bees diſtill'd their Honey in his Cradle. F 
Cir. No more, tis worſe than Death for me to hear Bll 
A fawning Cringer or ſubmiſlive praiſer; | n 
I'ſhould ſuſpect thee, did I not believe * 
Thou art as far beyond a Sycophant, 8 
As I'm ahove the reach of Flattery: 4 
T Thou art my Equal now, nay more, my Friend 
Thou art an honeſt Man, of Parts, a Compound 1 
That I have choſen mongſt the Race of Men, © IMC 
| To make a Phenix in the Court | . 6 
| Da. The Powers above, the ſtrongeſt Guard of King mn 
| Stili place ſuch Men about our Roya! Miſtreſs. ; 
Cec. But now eſpecially ſhe nceds their Aid, 
{ Now, when the madneis of the Nation's grown 
= To ſuch a height, tis to be fear d—Death walks 
| In Maſquerade, in ſtrange and many Shapes: 
| The Court, that was the Planet, that ſhould guide us, 
Is grown into Eclipſe, with thefe Confuſions; 
| Fears, jealouſies and Factions croud the Stage: 
Two Queens, the like was never ſeen before, 
| By different Arts oppoſe each other's Intereſt. 
Our Virgin Conſtellation ſhines but dim, 
Whilſt Mary, Scotland's Queen, that Northern Star, 
Tho in a Priſon, darts her rival Light. | 
Dav. The Champions of her Faction are not fe); 
Men of high Birth, and Titles plead her Cauſe; 
»Mongſt whom, the gallant Duke of Norfs/#s chief, 
A Prince that has no equal in his Fame, | 
A. Man of Power and Wealth to be reclaim'd 
For his own ſake. as well as for the Queen's: 


And 


WD: of Mary Queen ef | Scots, . 9: 
aa ſhould he plunge himſelf too deep in this, 

121 3 may x eps to loſe the beſt of Men. 
ec. The Queen's peculiar ſafety be thy Care, 
WT crcfore the Secretary's Place thine ; 

Wn which high Poſt, as from a Perſpective, 
hou may 'ſt difcover all her Foreign Foes, 

Ind home Conſpi racies, how dark ſoe er: 

Nat moſt of all, let Mary be thy fear, 

nd what thou hear'ſt inform me of: III act, 
Nut in thy ſhape; be thou my Proxy ſtill. 
Das. Not Crameuell ever trod with ſo much Care 
be ſubtile ſteps of the moſt famous Helſey, 
I the Dictates of the Wiſer Burlei go 
e Scoiſe Regent yeſterday arriv'd, 

ich new-difcover'd Plots to accuſe his Queen: 
Ind fince (to poiſe theſe heavy Articles) 

Ie Duke of Norfo/k is from Mary come, N 
ad both are to have Audience ſtraight, - Behold 
e Man I ſpeak of. | 
ec. Wait you on the Queen, [Exz: Dav. 


1 Enter Norfolk. 

or Grace is welcome from the Queen of Scotland. 

gow fares that fad, and molt illuſtrious Pattern 

of all Misfortunes ? 

aer. Doſt thou pity her! f 

let me fly, and hold thee to my Boſom, 

cer, and far more dear than ever Bride 

s held, by haſty Bridegroom in his Arms! © * 

EC: My Lord, you make me bluſh. - 

or. Shoud the Hyena thus bemoan, 

- thus the neighbouring Rocks but echo him, 

Queen, I wou'd devour the precious Sound, 
4 5 embrace him, from whoſe Lips it came, 

o wide and gaping, as the Mouth of Hell 

Lord, I came to ſeek you; I've a Secret 

We unfold, which while I keep it weighs me down, 

when "cis out, I fear it will undo me. 


Cer, 


Such as forgiving Fathers do to Sons; 


10 The ALBION QUEENS; cr. 


Cec. Then hold it in your Breaſt; let me not know 
What is not fit for you to ſpeak. nor me to hear. 
Nor. Now, only now's the time, the Traitor Morton, 
The falſe. uſurping Regent, is return'd 
With all the Magazine of Hel] abcut him: 
The Queen, my lovely Albion Queen's in danger; 
And if thou wilt not firaight adviſe thy Friend, 
Mary's undone, and Norfolł is no more. 
Cec. What is't my Lord? 
Mr. Firſt wear the Looks of Mildneſs, 


Yet 'tis no Freaſon, unleſs Love be Treaſon. 

Cec. Out with't, my Lord. 

Mr. I love the Queen of Scotland, 

Cec. Ha! love her! how? 

Mr, How ſhou' d the be beloved? 
But as mild Saints do to their alters bow, 
And humane Patriarchs kis the Copes of Angels, 
Tec. Love her! for what! 

Mr. Not for a Crown I ſwear. 
O hadſt thou ſeen her in that Pligkt as I did. 
And hadſt been Alexander, thou hadſt kneel'd, 
Thrown all thy Globes and Scepters at her Feet, 
And given a Crown for every Tear fhe ſhed. 

Cec. I dare not hear you out. 

Mer. You muſt, you ſhall: 
Nor let your Ears be deaf alone, nice Stateſman! 
And ſee yon Chriſtal Champion o'er our Heads. 
Throng'd with Immortal Warriors to her Aid, #3 
Whoſe Voices louder than the breath of T hunder, 4 
And ſwifter than the Winds. proclaim to Eartn 
Bright Mary's Wrongs, and my eternal Love. 

Cec. My Lord, you ve ſaid too mech, I dare no 

hear. you. 

Nar. Is pi tying the diſtreſt, and loving her, 
Whom none but Envy hates, a Crime? 

C-c. You would not marry her 

Nor. Not marry her! 
Yes, tho-ſhe ſtocd on Etna ſulph urous Brink, 
q7 ho its Gras Mouth ran o'er with liquid Fire, a 


Deatb if Mary Queen ef Scots. 12 
nad mounting Flames higher than PHH ſhot, 
a gvim the burning Lake to graſp her thus. 

Ce. For Pity recollect your baniſh'd Reaſons 
WW onfider what you've ſaid, it muſt undo you: 
ye Danger's greater far than I can feign. 

o you not know that ſhe's accus'd of Treaſon ? 
hat for the Royal Crown our Miſtreſs wears, 
ee yet ſtands Candidate againſt all Force, 
ad hopes to ſnatch it from her rightful Head. 
VN,. By thoſe eternal Rays that bleſs the World, 
Ti; Malice foul, as that bright Orb is clear. 
ID Cc: tell me what thou truly thinkſt: 

IF hou haſt a Soul with ſhining Wiſdom crown'd, 

W hoſe virtuous honeſt Steps whoever tracks, 
iy challenge to be bleſt: O! tell me then, 
Bin Scotland Queen with ſuch a Guilt be ſtain'd? 
Ce. I dare not utter every Thought that pains me, 
Por can I longer with my Oath diſpenſe, 
®ZAn Oath that charges me for Life to hold ” 
dangerous Secret from the Queen — Farewe! ; 
vent my Lord, and urge this thing no more, 
r 'twou'd be fatal, ſhou'd our Miſtreſs know it. 
RE Nr. The Queen muſt know it, you ſhall tell her too, 
WT herefore L came that thou ſhoud'ſt interceed, 
ou. from whole Lips the Queen takes nothing ill, 
= ys Not for the Crown ſhe wears, wou'd acquaint 
' —_— r. : : 
gre Ambition, Sir, 
be Queen has Jealouſy to giv't a Name, 
b I ſloyalty, Ambition is the leaſt. - 85 
Aer. Rah Men! thou wrong'ſt the faithfull'ſt o? 
ber Subjects 
7 d touch a Scorpion rather than her Scepter: 
er proud Regalfas are but glittering Toys, 

ad the lest Word, a Smile from Scatland Queen, 
4 worth whole Pyramids of Royal Lumber; | 
3 Ve only ask but Love and Liberty. | | 
oe as but theſe, we'll quit her all the reft ; 
or where Love reigns fo abſolute as here, 
: There is no room for any 8 Thought, 


Cee, 


TFor nought but death can follow ſuch a Rafhneſ*s] 


Him I will arm with Reaſon for your ſake. 


Lo, this was once the curſt Elixabetb, 


1 Th: ALBION QUEENS; or, 4, 


Cec. My Lord, conſider what yeu'd have me [ayes 
I dare not ſpeak—nor think of it Farewel. 
Nor. Tell her, or by my dejperate Love I ſez; 
I'Il ſhout it in ker Ears, were ſhe hemm'd in 
With Baſilisks, or were ſhe Queen of Furies? 5 
Love, mighty Love, ſhou'd lead me, and protect ne: ü 
And by thoſe Powers that pity the diſtreſs' d. 
If ſhe'll not hear me I'Il proclaim yet louder, 
And trumpet to the World the hated Sound 


> 
= 


Of Royal Mary's Wrengs, cu; i 
U, nag Lord, my Lord, come back—to ſave youll! 
Life, 8 H 


Reſtrain your Paſſion but a few ſhort Moments, 
And Ill acquaint her Favourite Leiceſter with it? E” 
«Twill be more welcame from his Mouth than min, 


As ſhall the leaſt incenſe the Queen's diſpleaſure, 


Guards, all diſcovered at the Throne, 


Behould ſhe appears, the $c977/þ Regent too. 
Nor. Confuſion ſeize him, 
Cec. Be ſure my Lord, 
Whateter you ſee, and hear, contain your ſelf. -Þ 
Q. Eliz. Alas! my Lords when will you ceaſs cn 
plaining? | | = 
And when ſhall this poor Boſom be at reſt ? 
To fee you ſtill thus perſecute my Soul, 
My Couſin, Siſter, every thing that's dear, 
No, rather bury me beneath the Center: 
Or by ſome Magick, turn me into Stone, 
Men fix me like a Statue, as high as Atlas, 
Round me ſuch gaping Monſters as yourſelves, 
And underneath be this Inſcription writ, 


The Queen of Wolves and Tygers, not of Men. 
1 


Death of Mary Queen of Scots, 13 

Nor. What's this I hear? Twas ſome Immortal 

| ſpoke! 3 bh | 

WD own all ye Stars, and every gaudy Planet, 

Nad with your lambent Brightneſs crown her Head 

u. The Parliament of Scotland, mighty Queen, 

Ne gging Protection of their Infant King) 

Have {ent me to your Majeſty | 

Wo. E. What King? what Queen have you but Royal 

Mary? 

u hear no more; go home, and tell your Maſters; 
Jad the crown'd Property, your cradle Prince, 

nat here his Mother Mary, ſhall be own'd 

is Queen, and abſolute while I am ſo. 

air. Moſt gracious Queen 

Q. E. You ſhall be heard—my Lord, [o Norfolk, 

ou 're welcome, welcome as you moſt deſerve, 

The nobleſt Subject, and the braveſt Friend 

Th it e'er adorn'd a Theme—how does the Queen? 

Bow fares my Excellent and Royal Siſter? 

Ef quickly tell me! 

Me. Deſolate ſhe is; | 

las! I tremble, fearing 'tis a Crime, 

o ſtab your Ears with ſuch a doleful Accent. 

ou I draw half that Pity from your Majeſty, 
ne extorted from the Priſon Walls, | 
WT hen ſhe might hope, for they wou'd echo her, 
Ind ſometimes weep at the Relation. 

r. I beg your Royal hearing, now, be pre 

he Duke has charm'd you with a Siren's Story. 

y th impartial Rights of Embaſſies, 

| ud Juice, that ſtill waits upon your Throne, 

humbly claim firſt to be heard. 

E. You all: | | 
y what you pleaſe, my Lord, you have my leave; 
eware there ſcape no Malice from your Tongue. 
Me. Sothrive my Hopes, as there is nought but truth, 

Had Grounds moſt juſt, in what ſhall be alledg'd. 

I Dur Queen, moſt mighty Princeſs, Europe knows, 

ss long been wrapt ingluch a Cloud of Crimes, 

3 Im have eclips d the Luſtre of a Crown. © 

a fees into her Life— B 2 Q. E. 


© 


| The 
I tell thee, proud Ambaſſador, tis falſe; n 
33 


dhe * to- be releas d, and ſuddenly. 


14 The ALBION QUEENS; oi 
Q. E. My Lord, I do command you ceaſe, or ii 

You ſpeak one word again to blot your Queen, 

F ſhall ſuſpect, as all the World has done, 

You had a hand in that vile Reꝑicide; 

Why were the Traitors elſe too black to name, 

Suppos'd by all contrivers of the Murder, 

By you protected from the cry of Juſtice? 

If you have nought elſe to ſay, be dumb for ever. 
Nor. Let Juſtice now be ſilent, whilft from high NF 

Arta looks, and wonders at her Oracle. 6 
Mar, Your Majeſty muſt give me leave to ſpeak, Ml I 

And plead the Right of Nations for my a 'Y p 

Your Subject, I am not, | 1 
Nor. Audacious. Traitor! Z 
Mor. If innocent! why is ſhe then a Priſoner ?. 

Tf guilty, why againſt the Law of Nature, 

.And Clamoursof a Kingdom your Ally, 

Do you bar the Gates of Juſtice, and ſecure her: 
QE. To ſuch a daring Infect as thy felt, . 

T give no other Anſwer, but my Will; 4 

But as thou repreſent a Power above thee, 


My Throne's an Alter with ſoft Mercy crown', 
Where both yourſelves and Monarch may be ble, 
And all your Wrongs be equally redreſt. 
At home was ſhe not ſcandal'd and b:tray'd ? 
Nor Dignity, nor tender Sex was weigh'd ; 
Men flew to me for Refuge from a Crown, 
As ſafer in my Caſtle, than her Throne. 

Mer. Nay then I will be heard ! - 
If your Confederate*'s Danger will not wake you, 
Then your own Kingdom's muſt: behold a Letter 
By Navus wrote, and ſign'd with hex own hand, 
Sent to the Noblemen, her Friends in Scotland; 
Wherein ſhe does aſperſe your Majeſty 
With Treachery, and breach of Promiſe to her, 
But bids em be of Courage, and expect her, 
For ſhe is now aſſur'd of other means, 
Some mighty Man, your Subject, by whoſe Aid, 
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| Death of Mary E of Scots; T5 


Mr. Moſt wiſe, diſcerning; Princeſs, did you hear? 
ear this bold Man, how loud he mouths at Princes? 
he baſe, degenerate Coward, dreading you, 
ow turns his Back, but worries ſtill a Queen. 
Q. E. Let him be heard. ; | 
Mr. O ſtop the Traitor's Mouth! 
ear nat a Monarch by her Rebel ſtain'd; 
— that bright Throne of Juſtice which you fill, 
is falſe, 'tis forg'd, tis Lucifer's Invention. 
E | Mir. We've Letters 200, and Winteſs, 
prove that Alan, Ingle5field, and Roſe, 

e bargain'd with the Pope, and King of Spain, 
M p excommunicate her Son and you, | 
A pd given a Reſignation of both Crowns, 
Tc d that moſt Catholick Tyrant for his Service. 

E. Defend me Powers! this is a Mountain Treaſon! 
Vor. Prodigious Monſter! 
0 E. Are you not amaz d? 

Guard, my faithful Cecil, more wy F fiend! 
L Jon art my De/phos, to whoſe Oracle, 
1 here ſhould I have recourſe, but unto thee ? 
Whoſe Boſom is my Guide, whoſe Breaſt my Council: 
What think you now my Lord? 
Nor. * Tis all Conſpiracy. 
1 C. Reſt, and refer this Matter to your Council E 
mething may be in this, but more deſigu. 
Mr. If all's not true, i' Il give my Body up 
FTorments, to be rack'd, and die a Villain, 
ſtand the reſt with any he that dares. 
Y Vr. dick, let me take him at his word. 
that Thad thee in ſome Deſart wilds ©! ©: 
far from Man as thou art from Humanity, 
1 ere none cou'd ſave thee but thy fellow Monſters? 
i | cruſh the Treaſon from thy venom'd Throat, 
l wou'd do its Poiſon from a Toad. 


iT 
es 


Mor. My Lord moans | 
Q. E. My Lord ef Norfalł, you are to blame. 
Nor. I beg your Ma 9 dl to grant the Combat; 


Na as. Chawpion f. or t "ini Saint, 
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Queen Mary's wrong' d, Queen Mary's innocent. 


16 The A LBI ON QU EENS; 07, 18 
I, Thomas Norfolk, with this Arm will prove D 
That Mary, Queen of Scotland, is abus'd | 
That ſhe is innocent, and all is forg'd: 1 
Nay, till I have made him own to all the world,. 
That he's not born of noble Blood, but that L 
Some Ruffian ſtept into His Father's place. 
And more than half begot him. N © 

Mor. Gracious Queen | | 

Q. E. If Neirf3/k can ſo ſuddenly forbear . * 
That noble Temper was ſo long admir'd, 
And trample o'er fo rudely in my Preſence, = 
The dignity of Crowns and Law of Natins; "i 
I can as ſoon recal the laviſh Bounties, ” 
That made this Mad-man equal with myſelf: _ 
Nay, were you Duke of all your fanty'd World, 
Your Head a: high as your aſpiring Thoughtsa— 
Confeſs tis Frenzy, ſo go home and fleep, _ | 

But take this Caution, Sir, along with you 
Beware what Pillow 'tis you reft apon. 

Nor. If to proclaim the Innocence of her 
Who has no Liberty td do't herſelf, 
Be ſuch a Crime, take then this Life and Honour, 

They, re more your Majeſty's than his that wears n; 


But while live, I'll ſhout it to the Skies, 
Whilſt Echo anſwers from this Ball of Earth, 
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Q. E. And muſt I endure all this? 
Hence from my fight be gone, be baniſn'd ever. 


Mer. J will obey your Anger, but alas! © - 
You'il hear my Meſſage firſt from the. ſad Princeſs, 3 
Q. Z. What aid ſhe?!” +: ,- 1, 
Nor. Here is a Letter from that guilty: fair one,; / 
She bid me thus-preſent it on my Knees. 
Q. E. Before I read it, you may ſpeak my Lom. 
Nor. Mark but the Superſcriptionis't not to - ; 
Her deareſt Siſter Queen E/jzabeth! 4 
tte. „ E | , 
Nor. But had you ſeen her write it, with what Love. / 
How with a, Sigh, ſhe perſum'd every word, ; 


ragrant as Ealtern Winds, or Garden Bree zes, 1 : 


That ſteal the Sweets of Roſes in their Flights; 
On every Syllable ſhe rain'd down Pearls, 
Ard aid inſtead of Gems, ſhe ſent you Bleſſings; 


For other Princely Treaſure ſhe had none. 


Q. E. Alas! what meaneſt thou, Morat? 
Nor, Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, 
Go to the Queen, perhaps upon her Throne, 


1 Tell her, mi ne is an humble Floor, my Palace | 
An old dark Tower, that threatning dares the Sky, 
And ſeems at war with Heaven to keep Day out: 


For eighteen Years of Winter, I ne'er ſaw 


2 . 


The Graſs embroider'd oer with icy Spangles, . 


Nor Tyees Majeſtic in their ſnowy Robes; 


4 | Nor yet in Summer, how the F jelds were clad, 1 : 
And how ſoft Nature gently ſhiſts the Scene, 
Fer heavy Veſtment to delightful Green. 


Q. E. O Duke, enough, thy Language ſtabs my 
Soul 5 8 DI | 
[ Mer. No ſeather'd Choriſters of chearful Note, 


Salute my dusky Gate to bring the Morn. , , . 
But Birds of frightful- Omen.  Scriech- Owls, Bats, | / 
And Ravens, ſuch as haunt. old xuin'd Caſtles, ; - - 
= Make no diſtinction here *.cwixt Sun and Moon, 


But joyn their clatteringWings with their loud Creaks, 5 


| © | That ſing hoarſe Midnight Dirges all the Hours. 


QE. O.horror ! Cecil, ſtop thy Ears, and mine. 


Now cruel Morton, is ſhe guilty now? 
She cannot be ambitiqus. of my Crown; 
Por tho it be a glorious thing to ſight, 


WE Ver like a glittering, gaudy Snake it fits, - 


= Wreathing about a Prince's tortur'd Bro w-: 


And oh it has a thouſand Stings as fatal. - 


Thou haſt no more to ſay ß 


Mr. I found this mourning Excellence alone,. 


W She was aſleep, not on a purple Bed, 


A gorgeous Palate, but upon the Floor, . 


bich a mean Carpet clad. whereon ſhe ſat, 


4 And on a homely Couch did lean her Head: 


> yr other Light nel er bleſsd that diſmal place, 


Two winking Tapers, at a diſtance. ſtoodd . 


, 
S*» 


which 
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Which made the Room look like ſome facred Um. 
And ſhe, the ſad Efß gies of her ſelf. 
Q. E. No more; alas! I cannot hear thee out— 
Pray, riſe my Lord. 

Nor. O! never till you have Pity. 
Her Face and Breaſt I might diſcover bare; 
And looking nearer, I beheld how Tears 
Slid from the Fonntains of her ſcarce clos'd Eyes 
And every Breath ſhe fetch'd turn'd to a Sigh. 1 
Q. E. O! Iam drown'd! I am melted all to Pity, | 


And ſtarting at my ſight, ſhe bluſh'd and ſaid ; 

You find me full of woe, but know, my Lord, 

tis net for Liberty, nor Crowns I weep, | 

But that your Queen thinks me her Enemy. 

Q. E. My Breaſt, like a ful! Prophet, is o'er-charg'd 

A Sea of Pity, rages to get out, 

And muſt have way - Riſe Norfolꝭ, run, haſte all, 

Fly, with the Wings of darting Meteors, ly 

Swift as the mereifu] Decrees above. 

Are glided down the Battlements of Blifs. | 

Quick, take your Queen's own Chariot; take my Love, 
Dear as a Sifter's nay as a Lover's, Heart, | 

And bring this mourning Goddeſs to me ſtraight; 

Fetch me this warbling Nightingale, who long, 

in vain has ſung, and flutter'd in her Cage ; 

And lay the panting Charmer in my Breſt, . 

This Heart ſha}l be her Jay lor, and theſe Arms her 

Priſon, 
And thou kind Notfall, ſee my will obey'd. 


Prepare her Golden Coach, and Snow-white Steeds, 
The Pattern of that Innocence they carry. [Ex. 2 Gent. 
And fly more ſwift than Venus drawn by Doves. 
Shou'd all the Clouds pour down at once upon you, 
Make your quick Paſſage thro” the falling Ocean: 

Not the dread Thunder, let it ſtop, not Lightning 
ſtay you. . 8 

Mor. Madam 


. 


Nor. Quickly ſhe-wak'd, for grief ne*er reſted long. 


Nor. O run, and execute the Queen's Commands, 


* 
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Q. E. No more, you ſhall have Juſtice, Sir, 

ne Accuſer, and the accus'd ſhall both have Juſtice. 

4 hy was I born to Empire, to a Crown, N 

ow when the World is ſuch a Monſter grown! 

nen Summer freezes, and when Winter ſprings, 

SV h:n Nature fades, and Loyalty to Kings. 

Mr. When firſt the Fox beheld the awful Lyon, 

Nee trembl'd, crouch'd, and ſaw his Lord, with fear, 

8K ings once were Gods, but now like Men appear; 
is for the Royal Fur, they hope to win, 

he Ermin might be ſafe, but for her Skin; 

f Kings have any Fault, 'tis but the Name, 

and not who wears it, but the Crown's to blame: 
aj £55 [Exeant. 


4 Norfolk Salas. 


Uthe loud World, ſound all the, vail 
. Creation, | 
et proud Agaſtus, clad in Robes of Triumph, 
hro' her glad Streets, with golden Trympets ſound. 

And echo to the Ocean that ſhe comes: | 
Moria comes, proclaim it to the Clouds, 

Let the four Winds from diſtant Corners meet, 

ti And on their Wings, firſt bear it into Fance, 
Then back again to Eins proud Walls. 
= Victim to the ſound th' aſpiring City falls: 


Oy 
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Enter Morton, 


Mer. My Lord, I came to find you, 
Nor. Pardon me: 
The mighty Joy that has ſince fill'd my Breaſt, 
And left no room for other Tongues, has made me 
Forget that you ang I were angry. | 
| or 
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Mor. And I, my Lord 
Brave Spirits ſhou'd be ſtirr'd to Wrath, 
As ſeldom as the Center is with Earth-quakes, 
Not like the Sea diſturb'd with every blaſt: 
T came to ſpeak with you but as a Friend. | 
Laſt night when laid to reſt, prepar'd for Slumber, Wo... 
That gives ſoft eaſe to all but ſorrowful , 


And guilty Minds, a ſudden dread aſſail'd me " 
Inſpir'd by ſome ſuperior Power that aw'd 5 
And ſtole quick paſſage to my cruel Boſom. W ; 
My barb' rous Zeal, for a more barb'ous Cauſe, 0 


Began to ſlack. whilſt true Remorſe and Pity 5 
Surpriz'd my Soul, and held it for the Queen. 42 
Nor. O may they ever hold Poſſeſſion there 

Mor. They ſhall; all ſhe's accus'd of, is no more 
But that fe tirove to caſt her Fetters off, 

The Lyon, when he's hunted tothe toi], 

Spares not himſelf, nor Foes within his reach; = 
But wounds his briſtly Hide, and tears the Ground, Þi 
And all for precious Liberty he roars, 3 
Freedom, which Heaven and Nature gave to all 4 
But cruel Man, and yet more crne! Lays deny, -Þ 
What if ſome Nobleman ſhou'd be found out, = 
A Subject of this Realm, to wed our Queen? 
For here are Subjects of Eſtate and Rank, | 
May weigh their Coronets with Princes Crowns. 

Mer. Some ſuch there are, if ſhe wou'd think em 

worthy. | & if 

Mor. She muſt, and will, ſhe has no other hope, 

Steering thus wiſe in a Sicilian Streight, 1 
Your jealous Queen will then be freed from Fears 
By ſuch a Match, who all her Reign has dreaded 
Her Marriage with ſome Prince of France or Spain, 
So to convey her Title to the Crown, 

To the worſt Enemy this Nation has. 

Nor. Name but the Man who dares aſpire to be 
Her kneeling Slave, much more her royal Husband: 
Say 18't not Leiceſter? | 

Mor. All but yourſelf | 
Wou'd firſt have nam'd the Duke of Nerfoll: 


"= 
1 
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Nor. Ha! 


Mor. Wonder not Sir. 

Vr. I ne'er can be ambitious of a Throne, 

zut if L were, I ſwear to thee O Merton! 

I wou'd prefer the charming Queen to all, 

Fro Crowns, to Empire, or ten Thouſand Lives. 

been did I ſay ? the Name's too great too diſtant, 

nd ſounds too mighty for a Lover's Hopes. 

Ir. The Planets al} above, and Men below 

Have mark'd you out to be that happy Man. 

Mr. O were ſhe not a Queen, 

nut born of Sy/van Race, her Royal Seat 

Some Moſſy Bank, inſtead of Scotland's Throne: 

onder no Canopy but ſome large Oak; 5 

8A Crook in that bright Hand that once a Scepter ſway' d, 

nd Coronet of Flowers her Temples wreathing, 

EW hil'& round her all her bleating Subjects feed; 

Clad I wou'd be to drefs me like a Swan, 

"Beg from her Looks alternately my Doom, 

Aingle our Smiles, and mix our Woes together, 

i by her fide, freed from the Chains of Power, 

nd never think of curſt Ambition more. 

r.. SITS come my Lord, you wrong your Hopes, 
to hide . a | 

his Secret from the only Man can ſerve you. 

know you love the afflicted Queen: Confeſs, ! 

And as ſoon as ſhe's arriv'd, I'II wait on her, 

Fall on my Knees, nay proftrate on the Earth 

Imnplore my Pardon of that injur'd Saint, 

ud make it my Requeſt for all her Subjects, 

lo take you for her Husband, and our King. : 

And for her Dower, her Crown and Liberty. 

= Vir, By all my ſhining Hopes, if thou art real, 

nd makit us one, as we're one Soul already, 

vill reward thee with that Crown thou proffer'ſt, 

And thou ſhalt reigh for Infant James, and me; 

Pat, if I find thee a = 

Hear mighty Vengeance, and aid me with thy Scor- 


pions, 
Lend 


And when he proves a Traitor, ſhake his Body, 


Bonfires, that turn'd the Night to ſhining Day, 
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Lend me thy ſureſt Thunder thus to graſp, "MY 


Give me the Strength, and Rage of Hercules, 5 
That I may take the Monſter in theſe Hands, 


The Queen's approaching, one of us muſt part, 

It is not fit we ſhou'd be ſeen together 

You will go wait upon the Queen of Scotland. 

O Morton] be thou faithful, and be great. [Fxy, 
Aer. Farewel ; Greatneſs, I'Il owe unto myſelf alon: 

not thee. ny 0 | 

Mary, like a proud Fabrick ſafely ſtands, 

Supported by great Norfolk as a Column; 

Saw but this Pillar off, the Building falls. 

This hot-brain'd heedleſs Duke, to fave the Queen, 

Runs, blind with Love, himſelſ into the Gin; Ml 

Thus, when the King of Beaſts, hears his lowd Ut 

Roar in the Toil, with Hopes to free her ffrait, 

Scours to her Aid, and meets the ſelf ſame Fate. 


"Enter Q. Eliz. Cecil, Auendant: and Guard: 


Q. E. My Lord, the Queen's already in our Wi 
And paſſing thro' the City to our Palace. _ 
Mor. J hope this Meeting will be kind aud laſtin, . 
And prove as joyful to your Mijeſty, : 5 
As is our welcome Queen to all your Subjects. 15 
Q. E. My Lord, what mean you, who has we Wal 
chm'd her? 7” 8 : 
Mor. T mean the Shouts. the joyful Ring. of Bells, 


Soon as your orders were diſpatch'd to bring her. : 
QE. Were they ſo much tranſported at the Neu 
Mr No doubt to pleaſe your Majeſty they did i 
Q. E. It does not pleaſe me; why was I not toldit' 

T wou'd have added Water to their Flames, g 5 

Dug up their Wharfs, and Sluices, at their Gates, 

To quench their ſaucy Fires. 

Mer. Twas Ignorance ——— 
E. Twas Inſolence! 


But how behav'd the Queen'e Inform me A 
| | 


— 
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id ſhe not look as one that came in Triumh, 
Jeck'd with the Spoils of all my Subjects Hearts? 
Yid'ſt thou not read upon her guilty Cheeks, f 
trugelings, to ſhew a falſe diſſembl 'dGrief? [Shout bers. 
i! in my Ears! and at my Palace Doors 
Thus they would dare me, had they Forts and Canons. 
Mor. This ſounds, as if the Queen were near. 


Enter Daviſon” 

| 71 2 

Q F. Speak Daviſin; what means this Shouting? 

Das. The Queen is come; theſe thundering Ac- 
canoe. 1 1 ago 

oeclaim your People's Joy, where. e er ſhe paſſes. 

vas your Royal Pleaſure, 1 ſhould meet | 

his wiſh'd for, welcome Princeſs out of Town, 

ut could not paſs it for the gazing Throng, 

numerous, that, had your Majeſty beheld them, 

ou would have wept, as Azrxes o' er his Armies, 

o think that in an hundred Years, or Jeſs, ' 1 

Met one of thoſe God: like Creatures would be living, "$f 


0 


. E. Thou art miſtaken; for had Tbeen there, Wii 
ould have ſmil'd to hear the giddy Rout, SERLE Nb 


bat in one 


ba Moment will their Prince adore ; 

add {acrifice the neck. 

or. Miſtake me not, nor your kind Subject's Loves; 

Hope they did not mean it as a Fault. | 

E. Proceed; did they not ftrive to give thee way? | 

yt for my ſake, nor for my Dignity and Place. | _ = 

oer. Alas! 'twas paſt their Power! I might as well. 0:14 

V poſe my Breaſt againſt a guſhing Torrent, | 

driven the Ocean from its deep Abode, L 

fem the multitude but mark what fallowed; 

r this was but the Curtain to the Scene 

u look diſpleas'd, I doubt Tye faid too much, 

Ind fear J have done them wrong, 

Q. E. I'll hear; go on. 5 

Dev. The Queen no fooner did appear, but ſtrait 

De obedient Crowd ſhrunk back at her Command, 

laking a Lane to guard on every ſide ; W 
| ee; No | 


} 
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Not Aeolus with his commanding Breath, 
Did the unruly Waves ſo foon controul, 
As ſhe with her mild Looks the Rout diſperſt. 
Q. E. "Tis well: And what am I, ungrateful People} 
Dao. But till ſhe ſpole, they hung like cluſter d Grape 
And cover'd all her Chariot like a Vine | 
The loaded Wheels, thick as the Duſt they hide 
And ſwarm'd like Bees upon her Coach's ſide. 
Matrons and Virgins-in her Praiſes ſung, 
Whilſt tuneful Bells in grateful Changes rung; 
All Harmony from Diſcord ſeem'd to flow, _ 
And Shouts from topsof Towers meet Shouts below: 
Nurſes, when they with Joy, her Face had ſeen, 
Would, pointing to their Children, ſhew the Queen: 
Whilſt they [ne'er learn d to talk] for her would try, 
And the firſt Word they ſpoke, would Mary cry. 
Q. E. Tis falſe; thou-wrong'ſt my Subjects, 
They durſt not do this, durſt not, did I ſay? = 
My People would not. Isen, 
% ͤ BASE... £445 „ - a 
Are theſe the perjur'd Slaves, that at my Sight, 
Have left their Callings, young Men left their Spot, 
The old, their Crutches too, would fling away, | 
And halt to ſee my Face--the Bridegroom at the Alter, 
That had h's Bride by the Hand, at my Approach, Mat 
Left the unfiniſh'd Rites to ſee me pals, | = 'v 
And made his eager Hopes waite on his Queen. ne 
Dar. Andthere are Millions yet, that ſo would do 
Q. E. No, I'm forgot, a new:thing has their Hearts . 
J am grown ſtale, as vulgar to the Sight. 
As Sun by Day, or Moon and Stars by Night. i 
O Curſe of Crowns! O Curſe of Regal Power ; ne 


| Learn you, that would ſuch Pagentry adore, 
Truſt whining Saints, the cunning Harlot's Tears, MW"! r 
And liſten when the perjur'd Lover S wears, 4 

Believe the Snake that Woman did delude, beft x 
But never, never truſt the Multitude.— [St hen. ien, 


Ce: Run, and proclaim the Queen's Commands to all, B= 
On Penalty of Death, they ceaſe this Shouting Ml 
Q. E. No, let them ſtun me, kill me, yet vile hh 

tors! | e 
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Ye ſhall have her ye long for, in my Throne; 
Falſe Queen ! you ſhall enjoy your Siſter's Crown; 
WBut it ſhall be with Stings of Scorpions guarded; 
And a worſe Plague to thee, than mine is now : - 
It mall be in the Toer, there thou ſhalt ſing 
Thy Tiren's Song, and let them ſhout in anſwer, do: 
Ill teach ye how to flatter and betray— | 
Nun, feize the Queen, like Lightning ftrait obey. 
| [Offers to go out and comes in again. 
Where wou'dſt thou go where wou d thy Fury drive thee 
What has my Siſter, what has Mary done? 
lat ſhe be puniſh'd for my Subjects Crimes? 
erhaps ſhe is Innocent of all this Joy, _ 

WA nd bears the Sound with greater Pain than I. 
Where ſhall I wander ? In what Place have Reſt ? 
he Cottage Floor with verdant Ruſhes ſtrewn, 
eaſier than a wretched Monarch's Throne. [Shout Bere. 
Vasa. The Queen is juſt on Entrance. 

Q. E. Does it pleaſe ye? 

chold ſhe comes, meet, and conduct her in, 

hy ty you here? each do his Office ftrais, 

WE nd {et her in my Place; my Crown prefent her, 
nd with your Hollows echo all the Rabble. 

be Deed is done, that Mary is your Qieen: 

at think not to be ſafe, for when I am dead, 
fron Dragon's Wings from high I'II fall, 

: Ind rain down Royal Vengeance on you all, [Zx. On. 
1 ner Q. Mary, Douglas, two Gentlemen, four Ladies. 


14 EA Come poor Remainder of my loſt Eſtate, 
Wnce I was ſerv'd in Pomp, had many Friends, 
d found no Bleſſing in the gaudy Crowd; 
ut now I am beholden to my. Fate, 
Fiat after having plunder'd me of all, 
ft me the gleanimg of ſo kind a few ; 
nendſhip to Miſery is reviving. Food, 
Hes. What will betide us now? 
3 Come near your Miſtfeſs, 
| * your Queen, and her poor humble Train 
oke a Crew of Shipwrack'd Paſſengers, N 
C 2 Shud- 
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Shuddering and wet, thrown on ſome Land by Night 
Without a Friend to chear, or Fire to warm them. 
Dav. Like them perhaps, we are caſt upon a Shore, 
Where no kind Creature lives to pity us, | 
But Wolves, dread Bafilisks, and gaping Monſters, 
Alas! what meant thoſe Shouts of Joy to mock us? 
Is this the Court of fam'd Eligabetb?ꝰ | 
And this the Throne where ſhe was ſerv'd wi th Throng 
Is this eur welcome! where 's her glittering Train 
Here are no Crowds, no Face of either Sex, 
But all abandon'd, like the Place we came from. 
Q. M. Sure it was all a Dream. was it not Dougie 
Thou little Angel that preſerv'ſt thy Queen, - 
Appear'd like Mercy, and unlock'd my priſon; Ma 
But I, ungrateful and my Fortunes worſe, . . 
Took thee young Role, from thy own faithful Garde, Wl 
And plaated thee within a cold dead Soil, 45 
To nip thy Youth, and with my Sorrows kill thee; 
But ſhortly, I'll releaſe thee from my Woes, 
And leave thee to enjoy when I am Dead, 
What thou ne'er found'ſt in me; Content: 
Dow. Sarely the Queen will ſee you now you are cont, Wl 
Elſe we do walk enchanted, and this place 9 
Is not White hall, but Pamlet's Priſon ſtill. is 
Q. M. Lend me your Hands for Fam faint and wear, 
My Feet too tremble, and methinks the Floor | 
Sinks under them, and now it fares with me 
Like a poor Mariner, that had been condemn'd 
To a cloſe Bark, a long and tedious Voyage,” | 
Who, coming to the Shore, ſcarce feels the Groun (i 
And thinks the Earth does like the Ship. ga round. d 
Dow. Here ſit you down a while. | 
Q. M. What in her Chair? :. 
Then ſhe indeed may ſay I am Ambitious ; 
Ambitious of her Crown, which I am not: 
| | 3 Liss on a Sue f 
Ncw you upon the Floor encompaſs me. 50 
So, this is as it ſhould be Is it not? 
Thus have we oft beguil'd the Time at Ran, 
| en 
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end me a Glaſs, and prithee tell me truly, 
ow do I look Ge ered) one al 
Dav. To ſee yourſelf, is ſtrait to baniſh Woe, 
Ind make yow happy for tha: Day, I am ſure | 
| does your Servants when they look on you : 
ou are ſo Good, ſo Perfect, and ſo Fair, 
-auty and Sorrow, never was ſo near 
any but in you. | 2 
QM. Alas! thou flatter'ſt me. [reaching the Glaj; 
Dio. In all the fatal time of your Confinement, 
ou rarely ſaw yourſelf ; or if you did. : 
vos thro'ſuch diſmal. Clouds of Garb and Sorrow, 
Won ſcarcely knew that Viſage ſo adoru'd; 

Wit now 'tis hard to tell which ſtrives the moſt, 
or Dreſs or Beauty to adorn each other. 
hold elſe. | 
J. M. Give it me—ha! d'ye mock me? 
ho looked in the Glaſs? 
Da. Madam! 
. . Alas! theſe cannot be thy Miſtreſs's Eyes, 
ne were dim Lamps, that long ago expir'd, . 
d quite diſſolv'd and puench'd themſelves in Tears. 
eſe Cheeks are none of mine, the Roſes look not 
e Tempeſt-beaten Lillies as mine ſhould; - 
is Forchead is not graven with the Darts 
eishteen Years of ſharpeſt Miſeries, 
r are theſe Lips like Sorrows blubber'd Twins, 

WE cr ſmiling, ever mourning, and: complaining— 
pc Glaſs! that flatters, and undoes the fond: 3 
5 | [brows away the Glaſs. 

0 ee Beauty? may that wretch that has thee, curſe thee. 
Wd hold thee ſtill deteſtable as mine, 4 

urrieſt thou t o give me yet more Woe? 

e Earth will mourn in furrows at the-Pfow. 

de, Trees, and Fields, when the warmSummer's gone 

their worſt looks, and ſable Colours on, 

e ſallen Streams, when the leaſt Tempeſt blows, 

eir cryſtal ſmoothneſs in a Moment looſe, 

my curſt Beauty, this malicious Charm, 

Time, long Gtiefs, nor blaſts of Envy harm. 

| e ; En- 


GMs 
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Shuddering and wet, thrown on ſome Land by Nig 
Without a Friend to chear, or Fire to warm them. 
Dav. Like them perhaps, we are caſt upon a Shore, 
Where no kind Creature lives to pity us, | 
But Wolves, dread Baſilisks, and gaping Monſters, 
Alas! what meant thoſe Shouts of Joy to mock us? 
Is this the Court of fam'd E/izabeth? 
And this the Throne where ſhe was ſerv'd withThroy|il 
Is this eur welcome! where 's her glittering Train 
Here are no Crowds, no Face of either Sex, Ml 
- But all abandon'd, like the Place we came from. 
Q. M. Sure it was all a Dream. was it not Doug 
Thou little Angel that preſerv'ſt thy Queen, 1 
Appear'd like Mercy, and unlock'd my priſon; Ml 
But I, ungrateful and my Fortunes worſe, _ . if 
Took thee young Roſe, from thy own faithfnl Gardi 
And plaated thee within a cold dead Soil, 
To nip thy Youth, and with my Sorrows kill thee; 
But ſhortly, I'll releaſe thee from my Woes, 
And leave thee to enjoy when I am Dead, 
What thou ne'er found'ſt in me; Content - A 
Dow. Sarely the Queen will ſee you now you are can, ll 
Elſe we do walk enchanted, and this place F 
Is not Wbite hall, but Pawle?'s Priſon ſtill. M 
Q. M. Lend me your Hands for Fam faint and wel 
My Feet too tremble, and methinks the Floor 
Sinks under them, and now it fares with me 
Like a poor Mariner, that had been condemn'd 
To a cloſe Bark, a long and tedious Voyage, © 1 
Who, coming to the Shore, ſcarce feels the Gro 
And thinks the Earth does like the Ship. go round. 
Doro. Here fit you down a while. 4, 
Q. M. What in her Chair? 
Then ſhe indeed may ſay I am Ambitious ; 
Ambitious of her Crown, which I am not: 
| | „ [S175 on 4 $1 
Ncw you upon the Floor encompaſs me. 
So, this is as it ſhould be Is it not? | 


Thus have ye oft beguil'd the Time at nn | 
| | | el 


A 


Ind me a Glaſs, and prithee tell me truly, 

Wow do 1 look? | EE 

Dav. To ſee yourſelf, is trait to baniſh Woe, 

Wd make you happy for tha: Day, I am ſure 
Joes your Servants when they look on you: 

WE are ſo Good, ſo Perfect, and ſo Fair, 

WW: uty and Sorrow, never was ſo near 

any but in you. | 

RO: 17. Alas! thou flatter'ſt me. [reaching the Clej; 

e. In all the fatal time of your Confinement, 

Wu rarely ſaw yourſelf; or if you did. 4 

as thro'ſuch diſmal. Clouds of Garb and Sorrow, 

WS: ſcarcely knew that Viſage ſo adoru'd; | 
WW: now 'tis hard to tell which ſtri ves the moſt, 

Wir Dreſs or Beauty to adorn each other. 

Wold elſe. 

WD. M. Give it me—ha! d'ye mock me? 

Wo looked in the Glaſs? 

RD. Madam! | 

. 'Alas!"thefe cannot be thy Miftreſs's Eyes, 

e were dim Lamps, that long ago expir'd, . 

quite diſſolv'd and puench'd themſelves in Tears. 

ee Cheeks are none of mine, the Roſes look not 

We Tempeſt-beaten Lillies as mine ſnould; 

Forebead is not graven with the Darts 

eishteen Years of ſharpeſt Miſeries, | 

Loe theſe Lips like Sorrows blubber'd Twins, 

er ſwiling, ever mourning, and: complaining— 

e Claſs! that flatters, and undoes the fond: | 

Ss. | | | [ebrows away the Glaſs. 

Beauty! may that wretch that has thee, curſe thee. 

bold thee ſtill deteſtable as mine, 2 

Y tarrieſt thou t o give me yet more Woe? 

Earth will mourn in furrows at the Piow. 

us, Trees, and Fields, when the warmSummer's gone 

their worſt looks, and fable Colours on 

{allen Streams, when the leaſt Tempeſt blows, 

Fir cryſtal ſmoothneſs in a Moment looſe, 

my curſt Beauty, this malicious Charm, 
Time, long Gtiefs, nor blaſts of Envy harm. 

0 ND Es. 
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Enter Duke of Norfolk. 


Nr. What do I ſee, the Perſon, or the ſhadow 

i the moſt Royal Majeſty of Scotland? 
And theſe the weeping Mourners of her Fortune? 
Bright as Diana with her ſtarry Nymphs, 
Deſcending to make fertile Sea and Land, | 
T*'enrich the Waves, and bleſs the World with Plenty 
O riſe, moſt charming of all Creatures, Rifſe ! 

Or yon bright heavenly Roof, that weighs the World 
Will turn the Scale, and mount the Globe above it. 
QM. Who ſees the needy Traveller on Foot, 
(When he approaches to his long'd for Inn) = iT 
Welcom'd, Careſsd, and ſhew'd the faireſt Room, in 

| And:richeſt Bed to reſt his. weary Limbs? a 

Or who beholds the Beggar on his Straw, 3 

Crying for Alms, before the Rich Man's Door, er 
And bids him riſe? go, Duke, and ſhun this wretch n 
Fly Mary's Face, for ſuch and worſe is ſhe. ' _ 

Nor. Riſe, charming Excellence! Or by your, Wl 

The greateſt Oath-that I can; take, | _ | 
PH bear your precious Body in theſe Arms, 
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forgive the Sacrilegious Violence! Her 
And ſet you in that Proud Imperial Chair. In! 
Beneath whoſe ſcornful Feet yon meekly lie; . 0 
Nay, F would do it, were this ſhe Tyrant by, Lo. 
Tho ſhe ſtood here, and dar'd me with Revenge, ud 
I'd ſeat yon in that Place in ſpite of her- . 


Q. M. May all that's Great and Good forbid. An- 
Nr. The Powers above, and Mortals all: below WW * 
Would praiſe me for that Deed—who can behold Wh. 
England bright Heireſs* Queen of Hunce and Sct n | th: 
whoſe Veins thus treaſur'd with. the ſacred Blood | 

Of Fergus and a hundred Alban Kings. 

Lie thus neglected, in a ſtate thus mean} 

Who can behold it, and at once be Loyal? r 
M. O tempt me not with thougkts of any Stats i and 
Zut this that J am in; it was a Viſioen The 
The World till now was but a Dream to me. | 0 
When I was Great, Lalways was in Danger; ci 
| 1667} 


aay, and fearful, when I Took beneath. 
now with ſcorn I can fee all above me, 
- appy in this, that I can. fall. no lower. 
ur. O ſay not ſo, for pity of Mankind. 
eſt Fate deſcends in Battles, Plagues and Fire, 
Jo ſcourge the Earth for ſo profane a Sight, 
nd treating thus the Majeſty of ＋ 
Had 1 the Thunder, Nature itſelf ſhould wrack, 
he frighted World ſhould at my Burthen groan, 
WV hill thus I fell mith my immortal weight, 
bus at your Feet, and cruſht its Soul away. 
Nit as I am Norfo/{ ſtill, the meaneſt wretch, _ 
et me dig out of thee a Grave, and ſay, 
=: raving Ariſtatle to the Sea, ; 
WS ince I can't conquer thee, thou bury me. | 
ul. Riſe gallantDake,and ſhew me if you can [Rye-, 
SV here ſhall the wretched fly to be at Reſt ? 
WT: was but yeſterday I ſcap'd the Wreck, 
And now ſo ſoon again ſet out at Drift, 
Bo Rocks, wide Seas, and vaſt extended Ruin; 


hat nothing but a Miracle can fave me. © | 
Mir. O could 1 dare but whiſper it in your Ear, 
r claim the ſacred Prom iſe once you made 
lere you ſhould meet that calm Repoſe you want, 
n N, grateful Breſſ . 

= Q. M. O name not Love! 

Love always flies, the wretched 'andideformed;j. +! 
and Iam both; Sorrow has play'd the Tyrant, 
Plow'd up this once fair Field, where Beauties grew, 
And quite transform d it to a naked fallow +- -© 35 
That you had once my Word tis true, but *twas - 
When I had hopes to be a Queen again; 17 %% 9 
We | thought to give you with ſome Charms a- Crown 

Which you deſerve, but now they all are fed, 
Iam not worth the taking, ceafe the Thought. 

Mr. You are above all Wealth, all Queens to me, 

Your glorious: Head was ſhadow*d with a Crown, 

And brighter Body feem'd but coarſſy clad + 
With Robes of Majeſty. like Stars over:elouded,: + - 1 
Tloſe caſt away, the Cherubim appears, 

e | Bright 
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Bright as the World was in its Infant years; 
Eas'd of this Sumpter, take your happy flight, 
The lighter by the Load of ponderous Crowns, 
You bear the badge of Heaven where'er you go, 
And Beauty's mine, more worth than all below, 
Q. M. Where ſhall I fly? _ EY 
Nor. To Scythia, Wilds of Beaſts. 
Or any where but this accurſed place: . 
To Scotland elſe, where the repenting Marlon. 
(whom real pity of your-matchieſs Sufferings. i 
Has turn'd. a Saintq has writ to all the States 
To meet. receive you, and approve your Choiſe. 
Q_ M. Firſt let my Virtue: with my Mind conſult- 
Nor. Nay, while we think we ſtumble on our Graves, 
Or Priſon elſe; you know not what the Queen, 
And your vile Foes are now conſulting of. 
M. To fly ſuſpected, is to make me guilty; 
Yet ſhe condemns, and ſhuns me like a Monſter, 
| Denies what to the meaneſt Criminal ſhe grants. 
Nor. A Moment will undo us. 
Q. M. Whilſt Fears, and Hapes, to be victorious ſtrive. 
Like Seas with bold contrary Winds oppreſt, 
They rouze the quiet Ocean in my Breaſt, 


Enter Daviſon and Guards. 


E. Dar. The Queen, my Miſtreſs, to her Royal Siſter, 
| The wrong'd.and beauticus Majeſty of Scatland . 
Sends.by her Slave, the deareſt of all Loves, 
Not ſuch as wantan fickle Lovers' give, 
But ſuch as Friends and Royal Friendſhip owe to Virtue: 
She lovingly intreats you would except 
of this her Guard. : 4 
Nor. Ha! 
Dar. Not as a Reſtraint, 
But to protect your Life againſt your Foes, 
Which ſtill ſhe Prizes dearer than her own, 
Without are Officers prepar'd to wait you, . 
To an Appartment neareſt to herſelf, 


- 


Death of Maty Nen of Scots. 
ſy Lord it is the Queen's Commands 


ou leide this rd 1 
Wr. Immorta Powers, 


* 
N 


| Rage, 71 3 ; 
lead for date oak I am not 5 
Than when yen ſaw; me. firft at, Foiſheringay, 
Mor, Oh rigid Caution! Virtue too ſevere! 
ou hnve done a cruel Juſtice on yourſelf,.. * 
and quite undone your Vol. * 
Qu. Give me your Hand; 3 1 
vill be yours or never de another 3 5 
What as my Heart! but oh! moſt gall ant Nor fat 
Ws me time allow to weigh the nice regards;” 
oft jealous Honour in Enn fc TE, 
Cruel Example, cruel great neſs awes | 
Our Sex, and Monarchs with the hardeft Lawns, 
BF arcwel. 
= Nr. O Tyrant Law! more cruel greatneſs till; 
un till forbidden knew not What was HI: a : 
ad till Ambition ſow'd the fatal Strife 
lasbands were bleſt, each Bride 2 happy Wiſe; # 
Virtue once reign'd, and then was forenown'd, 
Valour made Kings, and Beauty oft was crown'd, 
Writ did then, much more than Intereſt pl lead, ; 
be hippy pair but lik'd, and ſoon agreed: 
WE But now Love's bought, and Mariage grow n A Trade 
tte and Dower are in the Billance weigh, ä 
ore ſtill was free, till Pride got in by ſtealth, * AYER 
and ne'er a Slave till Ange inf 11 rs th. | 
| d be, 


Q. M. Haſte, noble. * en be ber 8 : 
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ACT W. SCENE T 


Enter Morton and Davifon. 


Mor. N 2w famous Daviſin, tis in your power 


To be the Genius of our threaten'd, Nat 


And the Protector of your Crown and Laws. 
A glorious Merit offers to Eſpouſe you, 

And make you: Name in £zg/an"s cauſe Re now d 
Your Miſtreſs.muſt not ſee the Queen of Scotland, 
This you muſt ſtudy to prevent, for tis 
To give a Dagger to a Lunatick* Eh 
How does ſhe hold her yeſterday's Reſolve? . 

Das. Juſt as I fear'd ; for in her Bed-chamber, 
Early this Morn I found the Duke of Norfo/t, . 
Upon his Knees Petitioning for the Queen; 
At firſt ſhe ſtarted, . whilſt her Eyes ſhot Flames, 
And bid him in a Fury ſtrait be gone; 

Then, with an elevated Tone, ſhe cry'd | 
What muſt I ne'er be Kneel'd to, but for her 
All Knees, all Hearts, muſt bend to her alone; 
Whilſt I like the dull laviſh Animal 

That bore the Goddes's Tmage on his back, 

Am worſhip'd only for her. ; 

Mor. Said rarely! oe 
Dar. Then ona ſudden, cal l'd him back again, 

Blotting a Tear that fell in ſpite of her, 

And bid him go to the diſtreſs'd poor Queen, 

Sending her Ring, and with it many a Sigh; 

Tell her, ſaid ſhe, tho Jealouſfies of State 

Forbid that we ſhould meet, not many Days, 

Not many Hours I am reſolv'd to Live, 

Unleſs I hold her in theſe Arms for ever. 

Mer. Then all my Fears again return. 


- 
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[ Dar 


WD. The Duke | 

Wc. from the ground, exalted and inſpir'd, 

wing the Queen with Cecil and toy ſos 

ſoon on us, preſuming to adviſe her, 
chander'd, as th' Immortals on the Giants, 
nade us feel what 'twas to war with Heaven: 
en in 2 Rage ſhe darted from her Cloſet, 
crew the Door ſo hard with ſuch a my 

l have ſeen her Father Harry de) 

tc made us tremble. | | 

.. What wou'd you adviſe © | 
WD. 1 know-not, for ſhe wearies her Attendants, 
= in wou'd ſhake em off; ſurveys each Chamber, 
WE meaſures every Apartment i in the: n 
undred times. 

Wow the Cauſe, and tho her Soul's too Rl; 

= wou'd not ſtoop to ſee the Scottiſb Queen, 

dme ſeeks all Occaſions eut to meet her, 2 

W therefore loiters like a Miſer's Ghoſt, | 

t the Treaſure that it lov'd on Earth. 389 


towering Branches are too vaſt, and high, 
Per whoſe Tops our Queen ſecurely lies, 
Wy mocks the juſt avenging Storms above. 


nase that will ſet him in Arrear, 
r to be paid, and ne'er to be A er 


| f 45. And Pl go ſeek oo Queen . 
4 Daviſon is going out Gi Ford meets „bi 


t art thou that has haunted me ſo long ? 15 

u look'ſt. as if thou mean'ſt to draw my PiQu'e t 
hee in the Preſence of the Queen, | 
ch as I left, thou follow'dft me, 

All ſurvey'ſt me with a curious Eye. !“ 

Wt wou'dlt thou with me! ? Say, what. art Fi) 

A Min; 
what indeed is rare in ſuch a Place, 
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me mighty Duke muſt: be lopp'd low, or 2 1 


thinks he's clear'd from all Accounts of Gul, | D | 


o the Duke. avi [Ext | 


= > — — : 
> — — — — — — 
- — — — 
n — , ,, ⏑ 1 IE Set ae — . 4 -- 


Zia 


34 iThe ALBIONQUEBNS; « oy 


AMiracle at Court; an honeſt May. 
Dav. That were: ith Truth. WW 
Gif. I am a Prieſt. , ,, e 1 
Dar. How cares, thou thy Head within thek 

Walls? i 5 ee oF ; 

III have thee ſeiz d ee ae 195 
Gif. Thou hadſt better, if twere poſſible, 
The Guardian- Angel of thy Miſtreſs ſei ze: 
J am hir'd to kill the Queen. 7 13d 
| Dav. Oh monſtrous Villain! 
Cif. I am no Villain, but a Scourge. to. Villain 
Dur. Oh horrid! moſt unheard of Impudence! 

} PDiurſt thou ſay this to me that am her Servant? 

| Gif. Becauſe! you are, therefore I ſought you out 

| came not here to act it, but reveal it. 

Hell could not reſt, and know it. 

Dar. Thou ſayeſt well; 55 

| What dire Companions, in this Tragedy 

| Haſt thou? who ſet, you! ow 2: - iel 210] 

=_ Gif. Oh they ate mighty! ;-; 

= Noi Was the Qheen aleneſ to have tele the, Blow. 1 

i Davy. Is Hat the Queen of Scotland ip the Plot! ii 

il Speak as thy, Virtue prompts: thee, and. the Thron, 

i! | Thy Innocence, und: Heaven, be: all thy Guard. 

| Cf., Ihoow that: for her Sake this was contrix, 

Am Witneſs too ſhe was conſenting to it. n 
Dav.Wert thou alone to act this mon ſtrous Ties 2 

%, No, five bold Traitors more, beſide, myſel, | 

(Curſt that my Namerſheu)d: e er be read for one) 

All made of Nature's rougheſt, fierceſt Mold, 

Have entex'd'in' a damn'd Aſſociation, 

(Start all that's human and divine to bear) 

To kill the Queen! to murder Majeſty, 

Their ſeveral Inſtruments of Fate, in Sport, 

They made the Guilt of Chance: to one by Lot 

A Sward fell to his Share, the next a Gun, 

The third a Piſtol, Poiſon had the fourth, 

The fifth choſe. Water for the Deed, who was, 

If all the reſt had fail'd, to have ſunk her Barge, 

Rowing ſome Evening, as her Cuſtom is, oi 5 

, - FI 3 
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1 rofn Greenwich ; and this Dagger was my Lot. 
ao. Thu'ſt gain'd a glorious and immortal Credit. 
| if. T can produce what will anfaze you worſe, 
o Necromancer ever ſhow'd the Face 
Ya ſuſpected Stealer in a Glaſs, 
l the lively Figures of theſe Monſters, 
3 glorious Oſte ntation of the Deed, 85 
anted on Tables, ſet in Gold, with Babington 
az in the midſt, and in his threatning Hand, 
WS {ping the Weapon that ſhou'd kill the Queen. 
Dae. Oh Villains! didſt thou ever ſee Queen Mary? 
6% Yes, and have ſeen her Letters to the Pope, 
Wo the Confederates, and to Babington. 
av. To Babington ! ſay | does ſhe write to him ? 
WG. To him—T am the intruſted Meſſenger. 
BD. Doſt know 'em to be hers? who gave em to thee; 
. Her Secretary Curl. | 
WD. But are you ſure they are the Queen®s own Hand, 
Her Hand I know, and this I'm ſure's herwriting 
Wo me they are firſt deliver'd to convey. | 
; | [ Proaucing Letters. 
nd henceforth, as they come into my Hands, | 
= you I'll bring them. 

Dar. Do ſo, which Ill open; | 

add cauſe them to be neatly counterfeited, 

en ſend the falſe and keep the true ones by me. 
hold, we are perceived, come follow me, 
Wd when time ſerves, I*11 bring thee to the Queen. 

f | [Exeunt. 


[| 


1 or Q Mary, Dowglas and Attendauts at the other Dor, 
* and ſees Daviſon and Gifford. 


W Q 17. Shew me the unfrequentedſt Gallery 
walk in; for we have not chang'd our State, 

We © only have a little larger Priſon. | 

9 Dow. Ha! 2 
M. What ails the Guardian Genius of his Seen 
n this Diſorder? wherefore did thou ſtart! 
Dow. Saw you that Fellow Madam ? 


5 9. N. 
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| There*Milſchiefgatheringinyour ſcarce clos*d Wourd 2 ; 


Some Miſchief to thylſe'f. 


| 
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©. M. Yes, why ask'ſt thou? ( 


Dow. I know not but a ſudden Horror ſei zd me 
At that Man's Sight=<— | 

Was not that Davi/sn and he together? 

In private Talk? Ah, Madam, DaviJen! 

A Spy of Quality, a Legier here 

Of Plots againſt your ſacred Innocence. 

By your unſpotted Soul! juſt ſuch a Perſon, 

(I wiſh he's not the ſame) I often ſaw 
With Navns, during yaur: Impriſonment ; 

Oh my prophetick Heart, warvs and foretels me, 


And my own Innocence ſhall! conquer all 
That Hell, or Malice, can invent againſt me. * 
Dav. What mean theſe Drops ? O Stars! what meu 
this ſhaking! | -F 
Your Prophets never wept, nor trembl'd ſo, 
For Pity when they told the Fate of Kingdoms, 
Ah brighte{ Star that eber adorn'd the World! 
Take, take. young Ditoglases Counſel, and retire! Wl 
O ſhun this barbꝰrous Place; and fly this Momei, RN. 
©. M. What do'ſt thou mean? = 
Doro. I know not, but am pull'd 
By ſome ſtrange Deſtiny, that ſeems to you 
As if Jrav'd, but bleſt were you, twere Madneks 
Laft Night, no ſooner was J laid to Reſt, 
But juſt three Drops of Blood fell from my Noſe, 1 
And ſtainꝰd my Pillow, which I ſound this Moran 
And wonder d at. | 
©. M. That rather does betoken 


Q; M. There's no ſear, for my kind Siſter's Loi 


Do. Perhaps to Cowards, 
Who prize their own baſe Lives, but to the Ba, 
tis always fatal to the Friend they Love. 
Mark farther, I was ſcarcely fallen aſleep, 
Laſt Night, no ſooner was I laid to Reſt, 
But you were repreſented to my Fancy 
Deck d like a Bride, with Nu in your Hand; 
The amorous Duke that ſmiles with every Glare, Bll 
Whilſt you return'd them with more pierctng * 3 
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WW {cit it ſeem'd to lighten, and a Peal 
dreadful Thunder rent you from each other, 
it from the Ceiling, painted ober like Heaven, 
thought I ſaw the furious Queen of England, 
te angry Juus mounted on a Cloud, | 
end in Flames, at which dread fight you vaniſh'd 
. Thee are but ſtarts of an ofer watchful Soul, 
ch always repreſents to us aſleep, 
i moſt we fe:r, or wiſh when we're awake, 
WD. Ah my beſt Miſtreſs! on my Knees I beg, 
the brave Dake be as renown*d as any 
reer the Antients firſt choſe out for Gods, 

vever Man ſo rival'd all the Sex, 
ett them bare of Virtue, like himſelf, 
br jour precious Life's ſake, that's more worth 
SE: thouſ.nd Dakes, break off your Marriage with him. 
. M. My little Guardian Angel, thou haſt rous*d 
A beta War within my Breaſt, between OY. 
latereſt of my Love, and Preſervation : 
u know'ſt *twas long conſulted, and at laſt 
clud:d beſt for my uncertain State 
7 nd Cecil, both have given their Words, 
Aren los, to gain the Queen's Conſent. 
. There's Marton in it. therefore go no farther. 
J. Thou wouldſt not have me wed the gallant Duke 
= 00 wouldſt have me fly, where ſhall I fly? 
e not go to Scotland, that lays wait 

auch me in a hundred Snares of Death, 
WE ito Fance I muſt not, will not go; 
then my Siſter might with Reaſon ſay, 
Vent for Help to drive her from her Throne, 
vv. See where he comes, juſt in the Moment, Fate, 
1 your ill Stars againſt themſelves are kind, 14 
end to warn you, that you might avoid it. ik 
M. What ſhall I do; Say, Dowplas, lo, I ſtand by 18 
one that in a Deſart loſt his way, 1108 
We {vcral Paths, yet knowing not the right, | 
is in amaze, and fears to venture upon any. 


D 2 Enter 
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Enter Norfolk, and Morton. 


Nor. What! what in Tears, thou mourningExcelleng! E 


Shed not the precious Balm in vain, but ſpare it 
To heal the World, when Nature is a Dying, 
And Chaos ſhall be threaten'd once again, 
O ſave thoſe Pearls to buy large Empires for us, 
And when we have lived long Centuries in Love, 
To purchaſe twice as many Years from Fate. 
Mer. Weep you, when Love and Hymnen gladly wait 
To baniſh Griet for ever from your Breaſt? 
SM. Morton, Iwill proceed no fartherin thisMarrag 
My Lord, I fear it will be fatal to us. 
Nor. What do I hear ? 
©. M. By all my hopes, I muſt not. 
Moſt gallant Norfo/k, to your generous Love 
I owe my Freedom, nay, what's more, my Life, 
And Mary's Heart is but the leaſt Return 
That ſhe can make; but if that Heart proves fatal, 
A wretched Load to curſe with Woes the Owner, 
And ſink the noble Veſſel that it freights, 
Pity forbids me then to be fo cruel! —— 
Think Ideny you for your own dear ſafety, 
Think I deny mylelf—run, fly. forſake me, 
Seek not for ſhelter in.a falling Tower, 
But leave me to be wretched here alone. 


Nor. Shouꝰd all theFiends break looſe and {top my wi N 


And yon blew marble Roof and Stars deſcenc, 
To cruih me and my hopes; I'd on this Mom ent, 
And periſh with my Love, but I'd enjoy her. 
Give me thy trembling Hand, the whiteſt Lilly, 
Set in the faireſt Garden of the World, 
Chaſter, and purer than the Virgin Sw 
If tis a Sin to blot out with a Tear; 
O! could it ſpeak, *twood expiate its Crime, 
And ſay my Soul ſtill wants a rougher Language, 
To chide my Albion Queen. | 

Q. M. Ceaſe, Neorf91k, ceaſe. ä 
By all your Hopes of Happineſs and mine, 
Your kinder Genius, not my own foretels 


TW 
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Iris Deed will be the ruin of us both: 
Firſt break it to the Queen; gain her Conſent. 
Mir. That is already done; 
Licher long ſince implor'd her Royal leave, 
She knows it, and in not forbidding it, 
er filence may be taken for a Grant, 
O, M. Delay it but a Day, and let me haſte, 
Init ſhame, your cruel Foe, will give me leave) 
And ask the Queen's Conſent, 
aur You yet create new Hazards, 
WE And {till forget the Queen denies to ſee you: 
Beades, that were to wake ſome new Surmize 
of State, perhaps ſhe*11 then demur on the Requeſt, 
And call your Foes to Council ; which if done, 
And paſt prevention, ſhe'll not blame the Dead. 
VM. O gallant Marton] let me hold thee thus; 
More pitiful than ſighing Virgins are, 
And kind as interceding Angels, thou. 
= 7M, Go quickly then, and tye the ſacred Knot 
Dae to your Intereſts. due to matchleſs Love 
Elizabeth ſhall jealous be no more, 
Nor fearful then that any Foreign Prince | 
Too ſoon ſhou'd joyn his Kingdom to your Right, 
And claim your lawful Title to the Crown ö 
= Go inſtantly—howe'ter ſhe ſeems to frown, | | 
WE She'll mile within her heart, when once *tis done. | 
= 17. By all your woes now felt, and joys to come, With 
And more; by all your precious Vows I charm you 
M. Why do you hold me? where d'ye hurry me? 
Jo be your Fate! to be your Enemy! | 
== Or. Remember, O remember Fitheringay ; 
Forget not what is heard, and echoes ſtil], 
our oft repeated Vows, and s groans. 
IM. Some pitying Angel from above look down 
And ſhew me ftrait the Path that J mult follow. 
Mr. Away, the Sun ſets forth like a gay Bride-man 
with you. - | 
2. M. Come then, conduct me, fince I muſt. 
And now Ambition, Empire, all be gone, 
leave you with your 5 7 weight, a Crown. 
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40 The ALBION QUEENS 3 or, ih 
Mor. Curſt Accident, the Queen is here. 
* What's that you ſay? O take me from be 

Ight; . | 

Joys and pale Fear within like Giants fight: 
ope bids me go, my trembling Heart ſays ſtay, 

But who can Love and Reaſon both obey ? 

Do what you will with me, away, away, [Ray 


22 HA, ww 


Enter 2. Elizabeth, Cecil, Daviſon, Lords, Attn. 
dants, Guards, 2. Elizabeth /ees 2. Mary an 
Norfolk, ging off on the other fide. 


2. E. Ha! ſee my Lords, behold ! 

Is that the Queen, and Nerfoll ſo ofticious? 
Traitor! | | 

Cec. May it pleaſe your Majeſty, it is. ; 

2 E. Bid him come back+-ſee ſhe comes with him 
My Lord, how durſt you approach that Hand? ; 
Nay, talk with an offender againſt your Queen? 
And flight thus plain my abſolute Commands? 

2. M. Alas! let not the noble Duke for me be blu 
Nor bear a weight ſo heavy as your Anger' 
When I am thought by you the foul Aggreſſor? 
He only met a poor abandon'd Wretch, 

Loſt in a Wild, and put her in the way; 
For here I wander by my ſelf forlorn. 
Kriow few, and taken notice of by none. 

2. E. She has a Royal Preſence; awful Form! 
By thoſe bright Conſtellations ofer our Heads, 
Which Story feigns were charming Women once, 
There is not half that Beauty in thoſe Orbs, 

Nor Majeſty on Earth. (4% 
Think you my Lords, : 

That ſhe appears fo beautiful as fam'*d ? 

Give me a Glaſs— ha! how's this Jewel placed? 
What a vile Curl, and aukward Patch is here; 
Look but on her, and yet methinks, 

She's much beholden to her Sable Dreſs, 

As thro? a Sky of Jet, Stars glitter moſt, 
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Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 41 
Cec. Not to deny the Charms of Scatland's Queen 
Your's rival her*s, and-all the Sex. ety i, 
Q E. Nay, now you grofly flatter me my Lord, 
Tis long of ſuch mean Sycophants as thou, 
That Princes are ſo wretched, ne*er to know 
The Errors of their Perſons, or their Minds 
| M What! not a word ! am not I worth one word! 
Now Stars! I dare you now to do your worſt. 
vou cannot curſe me more now if you wou'd. 
QE. Ha! ſhe ſhoots Magick from her very Looks, 
And every Word's a Charm that lulls my Rage; 
Like falling Drops of mild and gentle Rain, 

They wear into this Breaſt of Adamant. 

Aſſiſt me now my Courage, Pity, Friends, 

W Support me all! how ſhall I bear it now? 

QM. Nor yet a Look! not one kind Look upon me ? 
No Token that J once was Scotland's Queen? 
QE. Hear'ft thou this Bur/zigh—cruel Daviſon / 

Le Seed of Rocks, ye Brood of Wolves and FTygers! 
Ve turn'd me into Stone, more monſtrous than your 
If 1 but look on her ſhe awes my Sight; [ſelves! 
Like a loath'd Fiend I dare not fee the Light. 
= Q.M. Did I &er think our meeting wou'd be thus! 
Thus Mary and Elizabeth ſhou'd greet? | 
So do the Chriſtians with the Pagers treat, 
be brave Plantagenet with Ottoman, | 
W The Golden Eagle with the Silver Creſcent, 
but never thus, the white Croſs with the red. 

Mr. This needs muſt charm, were ſhe more fell than 
I Woman 6551 
he melts, yet fain wou'd hide it happy Sign. 
. The friendly Ocean when theWorld was made. 
Took care to join our Kingdoms near together, 
W nd ſhall not we our Loves, and tender Hearts? 
We, who one happy loving Iſlands holds, 
Of the ſame Sex, | 
And one rich Blood travels thro' both our Veins. 
hou'd we thus meet, and at a diſtance talk ? 

QE. Support me, Cecil. N 


1 . 


Q. N. 


42 The AL.BION QUEENS; , 4 
Q. M. The beauteous Margaret, your Royal Aunt 
Whoſe right and lawful Grand- Daughter I am, © 
Met not my Grand-father, the valiant James, 
With ſuch a ſcornful and neglectſul Brow ; 
For if ſhe had, I never had been born, | 
And you not known the hated Queen of Scotland 
Q..E. Come lift me from the Place where I m 
rooted, "Po 
On Wings of Angels, bear me to her Arms. 
Q. M. Whate'er may be the Effects of Nature's Power, 
In your hard Breaſt; I'm ſure that part of you, 
That is in mine, torments me to get forth, 
Bounds upwards, and Jeaps from me to embrace you, 
My whole Blood ftarts ! -— "5h 
Q. E. And mine can hold no longer 
My Sifter—oh! [Kun and embrit 
Q. M. Can this be real? 
QE. Throw thy lov'd Arms, as I do mine, about the, 
And never feel leſs Joy than Ido now 
Oh! 'tis too great, it is unſpeakable, 
Cleave to my Breaſt, for I want words to tell. 
Q.M. Then Injuries farewel,and Woes be baniſh; 
Forgiveneſs now, and Pleaſures fill my Breaſt; 
They were not half ſo great, when 1 eſpous'd, 
And threw theſe Arms about young France's Neck, 
And laid me down the Queen of half the World. 
T feel the Blood of both our Anceftors, 
The Spirits of Tudor and Plantagenet, 
low thro' my Veins, and {tart up to my Lips, 
To parley with, to wonder and to kiſs, 
Their Royal Brothers hovering upon thine. 
Q.E. apy ye Powers! take notice how I lol 
her ! | 
Worſhip this Token, as glad Saints receive, 
Embaſſadors from high. | 
QM. O let me go; 5 
Give my wild Joy ſome Breath, ſome Room to wil 
. | 1 80 
O! I ſhall burſt into a thouſand Pieces! 
As many Atoms, as my Queen has Charms 
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A thouſand Years of Pain is not enough, : 
For this one moment of Seraphick Joy. 

That ſhe is kind, and thinks me innocent! 
Innocent ! that one Word's far above 


The Wealth of Crowns; may all but you, and Love. 
Q. E. Ah Royal Siſter! urge my Guilt no more, 
But blot it from thy Breaſt, as J from mine. 


[Down on your knees All that regard my Frowns. 
Behold your Queens, both Scat and Engliſb here, 
Hear, thou wide Ocean, hear thy Albion Queens, 

Let my dread Voice, far as thy Waves be heard, 

From Silver Thames, to Golden Twecd proclaim, 
With Harmony of Drums and Trumpets Sound, 


Not me, not her alone, not one, but both, 
ound Mary, and Eligabeib your Queens. 


[Keitle Drums and Trumpets ſound, and beat here; 
then all riſe again from kneeling | 


Q. M. O! be leſs kind, leſt Fate ſhou'd ſnatch my 


Joys, 


oy 


nd hoard *em up for an immortal Treaſure, 
For they're too great for mortal Senſe to bear. 


Q E. I do her wrong to keep her from newiſoys, 


Fach moment ſhall beget, each hour bring forth 
Freſh Pleaſures, and rich Welcomes to delight her. 
Prepare her Table, deck the Bed of State, 

Let her Apartment ſhine with Golden Arras, 

Wy dire Perfumes in her way, ſweeter than Incenſe, 


Rare as the Sun draws every Morning up, 
And fragrant as the Breath upon her Lips; 


Soft Muſick ſound where'er ſhe wakes or fleeps, - 
T Muſick as ſweet, harmonious, and as ſtil, 


As does this ſoft, and gentle Boſom fill. 
Thus let us go, with hand in hand combin'd, 
The white Croſs with the red, thus ever join'd. 


| E7:/2:d with Scotland, ſhall no longer jar; 


And 415any with Albion no more war; 

But thus we'll live, and walk thus every DaF, 
Till from the Verge of Life, we drop aways 

So have we ſeen two Streams, with eager Pace, 
Haſten to meet, and lovingly embrace, 


Making 
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Making one Current, as we make one Soul, 
Til! Arm in Arm, they in the OE] roll. [ Exeun 


er 


Enter Cecil and Daviſon /everally, 


Cec. WW Eep Dariſin, and drown thy head in Tears; 
Or let thy Tongue for Eloquence ſo fam, 

Be mute for ever, once like Argels ſounding, 
To charm the Ears of our offended Monarch 
The gallant Duke, the Darling of his Country, 
The Scipio, the Delight of all Mankind. 
The Nation's Glory! Star of ſhining Virtue, 
Is loſt. You came from ſearching of his Cloſet, 
Ve are his Friends, ſay, have you any hopes: 

Dar. O none! the falſe and treacherous Morten, 
That fr'd the Duke's fond Paſſion for the Queen, 
Then like a Villain to his Foes betray'd him; 
This Serpent of Deluſion has diſcover'd, 
Whate er the Brave, and Generous- hens Man 
Did in his harmleſs Mind intruſt him with. 
Cc. What Token, or what Circumſtance of Treaſon 
Amongſt his Papers found you? 

Dar. Very little, 2 
Beſides his aim to wed the Query of Scotland, 
Yet one thing points ſome colour of a Guilt. 
It did appear "he furniſh'd her with money 
To aid her Friends in Scotland, who, you know 
Now at this time invade our Egliſb Borders. 
Here is the Paper, which, alas! was found 
Under the Quilt, beneath poor Norf#/k's Bed, 
Plac'd there on purpoſe, as ſuppos'd by all, 
By Hiikfora, à Domeſtick of the Duke's, 4 
N 0 
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Who, apprehend, has accus*d l. is Maſter. 
Read here a Liſt of ſeveral Lords, his Friends, ibs 
As Jrundel, Southamton, and. tome others, | 
All order'd to be taken. 
Cec. Cruel chance! | E 
What Temper holds the Queen in this extreme? 
Does. Fiery, and cool, and melting in a Breath, 
At one ſhe ſighs, and pities the fall'n Man, 
And the ſame moment rages, and upbraids him. 
Cer. O the muſt worſt be ſtung before tomorrow; 
How will ſhe bear herſelf when ſhe ſhall know 
The foul Conſpiracy of Babinglon. | 
Place G:ord ready as the Queen comes forth; 
bis dangerous to conceal it any longer. 
W Methinks I Dity leſs the fate 21 Mary, 
W Now it has coſt the ruin of the Duke— 
W Sec where he comes, wou'd Cecz/ had no Eyes; | 
Let he bears manly up rears his ſtout Head, | | ( | 
ie a bold Veſſel in a Storm, and ſcatters _ | | 
Wright Beams on Majeſty thro“ all his Clouds. n 
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Enter Duke and tꝛus Guards. | | | , 


Room for the Duke FL | 
Mr. Room for the Duke! Room for no Duke, no | 
| Subſtance now, | 5 : | 
be Emblem of diſſembling Greatneſs rather. ll 
Inis the trueſt Dial of his Fare, FEES Il 
His Prince's Favour, like the Sun at noon, | lf 
Jbews not a thing ſo beautiful and gay, 
Baut as the Planet lets, too ſoon he ſpies 

His growing ſhadow painted on the ground; 
WO Ce] thou and Leiceſter have undone me; 
Brought by thy cruel caution in theſe Fetters, 
And by the Traitor D/orton thus betray'd. 

Cec. Theſe Tears be witneiles, I never meant it. 
Vr. I muſt believe you, yet you are 
Too good a Stateſman, and too nice/a Eriend. 


Cece 


Xs n . 


Had I as many Heads as I have Hairs, 


To travel for that airy. Crown it look*d for; 
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Cec. By all that's juſt, you wrong the Love I beg 
OU - T 


y | : . F 
Behold the Queen—I'II gain your Life, brave Dui 
Or hazard now my own. | 


Enter Q. Eliz. Morton. Gentlemen, Guards, [dis 


Moſt. merciful, moſt Royal, and beloved! 

Behold your Cecil bends, who neet yet ſu'd 

To you in vain—O ſpare the gallant Duke, 

Who in this act of Adoration, vows, | 

Henceforth to prove the faithfull ſt of your Vaſſals 

And from this Hour to abjure the Queen of Scala 
Nor. Hold, Burleigh, hold, proceed not for theGloby 

If the leaſt word that I*]1 abjure the Queen, 

Scapes from thy Mouth, by my bright Hopes, *tis {alk 

Thus II ask pardon, thoInever wrong you. [Anu 

Tis but a word, and [11 do't again: 

For Kings are like Divinities on Earth, 

Whom none can ſerve, but muſt ſometimes offend; 

But to deny my Love, and to diſclaim ker; 

O bright Powers! abjure my Allan Queen! 

Firſt let me grovel in ſome loathſome Dungeon, 

And feed on Damps and Vapours like a Toad, 

What! to ſave my Life! a hated Scull“ 


Reap'd from this Body like a Field of Corn: 
Yet after all, not one ſhou'd be ſo baſe. 

9. E. You'll find, bold Duke, this one has fat 

too much, | 

And done more than a thouſand Heads can anſwers 
Go ſend him to the Tower. 
III have him try*d to morrow, and if guilty, 
Beheaded ſtrait ; fend his ambitious Head, 


And tell me when *tis off, if then it talks, 

Or calls out for his Alan Queen to help him 

Oh where, my Soul | is there a Friend that's juſt? 
Or after him a Man that I can, truſt fn [A, 


Mn, 
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No You need not doubt it. 
Phat dying Martyr who invokes her Name, | 
Falls for more Aid than all the Queens on Earth, 
dre is her ſelf thy Genius, but for her, | 
This Ile had been like flaming . found, 
Yr as the World was in a Deluge drown'd. | 

F. She's falle! and thou 'a moſt ungrateful Trai- 
leres Murten, Cecil, all the World can tell, © [tors 
W' hou didſt afpire to marry her, and get my Crown. 

Wr. By my immortal Hopes, I am betray'd, 

And ſhe's abus'd by Traitors 3 | 

» Cecil won't; no honeſt Subject dares, 
Wt Merton as the worſt of Furies may. a 
) ſhe's ſo good, ſo innocent, and mild, 
hat, Scalland, wert thou curſt to that degree, 
W 10u'd all thy ſcatter'd Seeds yield nought but Poiſons, 
ad pregnant Women bring forth none but Morton, 
bon hit 2ton'd for all thoſe Plagues in giving her. 
er Away with him, and let me never ſee 


bet Head again, but on a Pinacle. 

N, he witneſs all ye Powers, Ibear it mildly, 

ad for my Fate, I kneel again, and bleſs you; 

I you live ever, and for Norfolkł's Death, 

VYdire Remorſe, diſturb your Balmy Reſt. 

at may your ſoft Eternity glide on, 

n Dreims of Paradiſe, and Golden Slumbers; 

Wt for the injur'd Queen, infpir'd I riſe; 

ad tho” a threaten'd Prophet, yet dare ſpeak: 

ene er ſhe falls, may her Accuſers all 

onetbeus Vultures in their Bowels feel, 

ad with their King of Traitors roar in Torments. 

Wit thou a Queen, that jadg'd this Royal Martyr, 

"ud Cherubims to earth your Guilt ſhall found, 

hich worſe than the laſt Trumpet ſhall rebound ; 

42 ike or aſleep, her Image ſhall appear, | 

Pad always hollow Mary in your Ear. [Exit guarded. 
Cs. Now, Daniſon's the time. 

Dar. Mzy't pleaſe your Majeſty —— 

What ſhall be dene with the offending Queen? 

E 
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Then we who are your watchful Servants mu. 


Q. E. Nothing, bold, ſaucy Penman—L fay ny 
thing 95 
Send Nzrfolk to the Tower, but on your Lives 
J charge you, ule no Violence on her; 
Make not fuch haſte, too ſoon you'll break this Heat 
Then glut your ſelves. with Slaughters of my Subjet 
Cec. Then ſo much for the Duke call Gra n- 


Enter Gifford. 


1fyon are Reep'd FE in a Lethargy 
Of Love, and o'er grown Mercy to the Queen, 
And will not let your Eyes behold your danger, 


Behold and hear, for 'tis ſo loud and plain, 
That 'twill aſtoniſh every Senfe about you. 
This Man, this honeſt Man, whoſe Statue ought 
To be ſet up in Gold in all our Streets, 
Inſpir'd from above, diſcovers that himſelf 
With five bold Ruflians more, were all ſet on 
By Mary Queen of Scots to murder you. 
Q. E. To murder me! 
Day. With Sacrament they bound it, 
More horrid, than e'er Caliline invented, 
Who to enflave Rome ty'd it with human Blood. 
Firſt view the Monſters pictur'd to the life, 
Each with their ſeveral Inſtruments of Fate 
Wav'd in his Hand, with which to Hell they {wort 
If either of 'em fail'd, to write your Doom. 
Q. E. Protect me Angels! 
Cec. What does this make you ſtart! 
Do theſe ſtrange Hieroglyphicks raiſe your wonder! 
The Slave that fired the gaudy Fane et Epbeſus, 
Deſerv'd to be a Saint to theſe; he ſtrove 
But for an odious Credit after Death, 
But theſe alas! preſumptuouſly defy 
Heaven and the World, to anticipate the Blow, 
And tell Mankind they glory in the Deed. 


Ul 
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bes ſeem to bellow from his helliſh Mauth. Chie* 
heſe are the Men whom Danger only legs. 0 
ere is thy Face makes one among the anf. 
C With Horror J confeſs it. 
Q. E. Tell the reſt. 
6% Iwill; but wonder when you hear what Men 
Wf (everal Stations club'd to ds this Miſchief: 
the Elements are not ſo aptly mixt 1 
o make a perfect World, as they to act a Deed, 
ou'd ſtartle Nature, and unfix the Globe, 
nd hurl it from its Axle- tree and Hinges. 

he brit is Babington—rich, and gf Birth; 
W: ht if kin to be rank'd amongſt the Nobles, 
bung, proud, and daringy fiery and ambitious. 
QE I know the Gentleman, of Derbyſpire; 
e came to me for Leave to go to France.” 
Gif, The ſame. | | 
. Oh horrid ! who can read a Villain! 
Wo ty Nature paints, hides a falſe Heart, 
d ſhrouds a Traitor in an Angel's Garb! 
De next, 
6% Tilny——z Courtier: 
Cec. What, the Queen's own Servant? 
Da. 1 know him too, his Father's only Hopes, 
Weir to a great Eſtate. Oh Parricide! © 5 


It 


* 


bloody minded Wretch, fit for the Deed; 

f Ireland. | # 1 Be 

Cc. I believe each Word thou ſay'ſt, "_ 
[ithout his Country it cou'd have been no Plot. 

6%½ $4v3ge—a Ruffian of the worſt Degree, 

cd never to be painted as he is, Nag 

ewd in a Brothel-houſe, and tann'd in Blood. 

2 E On Queen ! oh Mary! where's thyRefuge now? 
Gif. The fifth is Charnect, Student of the Law. 

aſtly, to make the Compound great, my ſelf. 
. I've heard too much, hence, and be dumb for ever. 
kor the Quiet that my Mind has loft! 

rip me of Glory, Titles and Renown,. 


E 2 Vil 


QE. What's here! a Latin Sentence whith thei” 


(Cf. This Barnwe/——— turbulent, and precipitate. . 
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11 givefem all for that ſo bleſt Repoſe, 

Laſt Night I felt; deny me not this Prayer : 

Curſe me with Madneis, blaſt me with Diſeaſes, 

Turn all theſe Hairs to Snakes upon my Head, 

To hiſs me from the Stage of mortal Life, | 

Melt this loath'd Diadem with Lightning down, 

Not as it ran before ic was a Crown, | 

And to a Deſart let me trait be ſent, 

F1 ſuffer all make her but innocent. 

Cec. Tis fit you double all your Strength about yo 
And let the Queen immediately be ſeiz'd. 
Q. E. Tis falſe, ſhe is abus'd, and this is forg'd; 

She is not, nay, ſhe ſhall not guilty be. 

See, Moniter, Fury, Traito: ! altogether 7-/uit! 
Be ſure thou prov'ſt this Crime upon my Siller, 

Be ſure thou doit without the ſmaileii Doubt, 

Qr ] wizl rack thee with ten thouſand Tortures, 

No Iwill have thee long, long Years a dying, 
Feed thee by Weight to ſtarve a Grain a Day, 
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Whilſt thy vile Fleſh, whole Ages ſhall decay, 
And Spirits by flow Degrees diſtil away. 
Yet, Oh! 'tis all too little to recal 

That wealthy Maſs of Quiet thou haſt loft me. 

Cec. Tis the Requeſt of all your faithful Suf jeq 
That you'd be pleas'd to feize the Queen of dcin 
Leſt ſhe ſhould act what is but yet delign'd. 
Dar. Your ſacred Liſe's in Hazard every Hour; 
For your poor Kingdom's ſake, and for your own. 
For all your Nation's Lives depend on yours. 


g 1 QE. Riſe 


ll Let the Conſpirators be apprehended, 3 
| Of whom this G7ford gives you Information. At 


| i Cec. And not the Queen 
17 Q.E. O ſpare my Sitter's Life! 
| If nothing but a Queen's Blood will content you, 
|| Take mine, you barb'rous Hunters. 
1 Cec. Alas! . | 

Q. E. Be gone, why was this hidden from me ſo ory! 
Tf this were real, I had ſoon been dead, ä 
And then ne'er felt the Blow, cauſe unſuſpected, p 


it 
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t now ten thouſand Deaths are not ſo painful 
« this curſt Life, which thou doſt ſtrive to ſave. 
„asoul's in Torment, Reputation, all 
this loath'd Act which thou would'ſt have me do. 
Cee. Whoſe Soul, whoſe Reputation will b: rack'd 
id cenſur'd with ſevereſt Pains hereafter, 
by vour fond Neglect you loſe that Life, 
trated by the Powers to guard your Nations, 
Ind leave your Laws and Liberties betray'd,. 
our People all a Prey to foreign Monſters, 
ze, and bequeath the Dagger in your Breaſt, 
o brood, and get an hundred thouſand more, 
erhaps as many as your Subjects Throats. | 
Wy, we muſt ſpeak, think what you will, and weep, 
Wor not to tell you, 'tis to be more cryel. 

E. But how ſhall J be cenſur'd, | 
Wo throw this charming Gueſt ſo quickly from 
Wy Boſom, and then ſhut her in a Grate ? 
was but laſt Night ſhe had ar other Priſon 
C. There's now no Time for Anſwer or Diſputes 
Wither reſolve her Fate, or bear your own. 
Q. E. Be gone, I charge you, tempt your Queeen no 
more, | | 
WW omin was form'd of Mildneſs, Love and Pity, 
ae from me firſt the Softneſs of my Sex. 
ere 1 the hot revengeful Monfer, Min! 
Man! a Srvage fierce Hyrcanian Tyger, 
I cou'd not be ſo cruel. 
Cec. Then ſince you'll ſhut your Ears to all ſafe Counſel, 
dear Witneſs you Celeſtial Powers, and you 
ly Qieen, I have diſcharg'd my Duty, 
Ind clear'd my ſelf of your approaching Danger; 
but ere that dreadful Day of your Ecliple, 
ome Daviſon, let thee and I go wander: 
ar we'll remove where ſuch a horrid Deed 
duall neither blaſt our Eyes, nor reach our Ears. 
Lend farewel; I've ſerv'd you well and long; 
e not ſtay here to be good Counſel's Martyrs, 
ad to be torn in Pieces by the Rabble, 
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When you are dead, which we forewarn'd you gf. 
Tho' neter ſo juit, and cautious of your Fame, 
A King's Miſcarriage is the Stateſman's Blame, 

D.E. Stay, I command you=———_ 
Arreſt a Crown! Impeach a Sovereign Queen! [aj 
Here, take my Crown, depoſe me firſt, or kill me, 
Let Giford's Digger do its fatal Office; 
Then like*a Neſt of Tyrants you may reign, 
And under publick Laws do publick Wrongs, 
But Royal Power can never be ſo cruel. 

Cec. Behold ſhe comes, command we apprehend jy 

2. E. You have my Leave, do with us as you pleite 
But, Tyrants, ſend me f&rait, where by your Powe, 
Theſe cruel Eyes, may never ſee her, more. [Going 


7 


Enter Q. Mary and Douglas, Ladies and Gent, 


Q. M. I turn your Face, and give one long i 
Look, 1 | 
My charming Queen ! the Morning's gone, and jet 
J have not ſeen thoſe Eyes that bleſs the Morn; 
Shou'd not thoſe Looks where Beams of Juſtice hn,” 
And Pity fits inthron'd with Majeſty; 
J hear the Duke of Narf9/#'s in Diſpleaſure; 
Why fighs my Queen, why bend your Royal Head. 
As loth to grant? Can Mercy, ha! Can I too plex 
. vain? 
Nay,then I'll bind you with thoſe Chains of Friendſhip 
Lean my fad Cheek on your's, and mix your Ten 
with mine. 
Q. E. Now reſcue me, or Tam loft. 
Day. Guards execute your Orders on the Queen 
We beg your Majeſty for Love of Fame, 
By. your unbyais'd Rule, and Charms of Juſtice! 
Rouze your imperial Courage and diſplay 
An 1 and offending Step. | 


Cec. For now your Wiſdom, Crown, and Li fe's at Stiles 
Nay, and the Lives of all your faithful Subjects, 
For this one precious Moment of your Conduct. 

Q.M. I will obey your Orders, fright not 5 

ly 
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ir my Soul, ſo lately us'd to Wrongs. 
15 oy Crime? yet Ee e do I ask? 
For Chains look lovelier far about theſe Arms 
Than Diamonds; and Tears hang on my Neck 
More beautiful than Strings of Orient Pearl. 
Q. E. Ah cruel Princeſs! we are both undone, 
| You have robb'd your Siſter's Breaſt of its Treaſure, 
More than my Crown, you've robb'd me of your ſelf. 
Dav. Mary, late Queen of Scotland, y are impeach'd, 
| By the Name of Mary Stezwart, of High Treaſon; 
For plotting to uſurp your Sovereign's Crown, 
And hiring Bab ingten to kill the Queen. 
QM. Hear Thrones and Powers, that guard the In- 
nocent! 
The Gorgon is at laſt diſclos'd to view. 8 
What! kill my Siſter! hurt your precious Life! 
O Monſter of Invention! Cruel Falſhood ! 
And oh vile Calumny begot in Hell! 
Nay, then I fee my Ruin is decreed, 
The Duke mult die, and I muſt ſuffer too. 
But cruel Foes, had you no way but this ? 
To blaſt me with eternal Infamy! 
And oh bright Vengeance! is there none in Store? 
Will Fate, that Providence from none debar, 
And every living Inſect claims a Share? 
Will you lock faſt your Adamantine Doors, 


Now when a Queen, an injur'd Queen implores? 
QE. Incroaching Pity ſtop thy lowing Torrent, 
And ebbing Nature fink to that Extreme, 
Of cruel Brutus, that condemn'd his Son; 
For this is now my Trial. 
QM. Say amongſt you, 
Who is that Man or Devil, that dare accuſe me? 
Dar. The Traitor has confeſs'd his Guilt and yours, 
With Letters that you fign'd to do the Deed. 
et Hear, hear juſt Powers! and all your Guard of 
5 | , 
Hear Royal Maid, for Virgin-Pity fam'd.! 
Heard you how they did ſlander Majeſty ? 
| And can you bear it! Half theſe Veins ate yours, 
My Royal Title, -tender Sex the ſame, 


Doubly 
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Doubly of Kin, in Royalty and Blood, 

And can you hear your Siſter, hear vouſMelf fo ſtain'd? 
Q. F. O blame not me, but curſe the Fate of Princes; 

We are but Guardians of our Subjects Rights, 

And Stewards of our own, none bound ſo faſt 


: To keep the Laws they make, as the Creators ſelves, 


las! 1 am like one, that ſees far off, 

Have all the Wiſhes of a Friend to ſave you, 
But ty'd by Oath, and cannot ſtir to help you. 

Q. M. This Babing ton, 
Muſt be ſome Villain hir'd to do this Treaſon, 
And lay it upon me : but bear me witneſs all, and you 
T hat of disjointed Atoms form'd the Sun, 
The ſhining Heavens, the Planets, and the World, 


So wonderful and glorious as they are, 


Who ſees into the Soul, and all its Walks, 
Thro' this dark Mould, tranſparent as a Glaſs! 
O may theſe fata! Eyes, worſhipp'd like Stars, 
Drop fiom this Viſage once like Heaven ador d, 


And leave this Face a Death's Head to be ſhun'd; 
Or may this horrid Hand, this Hand, or this, 


That once was fragrant with the Breath of Kings, 
That kneel'd to kiſs this wrong'd, this innocent Hand; | 
May it drop from me like a wither'd Branch, 
From this vile Stock, and never ſprout again, 
If e'er I will'd the Deed, or ſign'd ſuch Letter. 
E. Tis time for me to go, is't not my Jailots! 

TI hive ſeen more than any Tyger cou'd. 
O pity'd Queen! Fare wel. 

Q. 27. Is then your boaſted Love, debas'd to Pity? 


O ſtay! and mingle Kindneſs with yeur Juſtice; 


beg not for my ſelf, but for my Fame, 


To die's no Pain, but to die branded is a thouſand Deaths, 


QE Enough! *tis Cruelty in me to 80, 
And worſe to ſtay. 
QM. Yet I intreat you to ftay ; 1 
Are you ſo cruel to believe me per jur d [ Holas hin 
QE. Yet looſe, for Pity of us both, let go, 
m_ World has not lo griev'd a Wretch as 5 


- 


And 
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And thou lap'ſt hold upon ſo weak a Bough, 
That the leaſt weight will ſink me quite with thee. 

9 N. Hear me, thou deaf and cruel Queen! ah no! 
Thou mild as Babes, and tender as their Mothers! 

Hear me but this, this once, this laſt—what neither 
Then to juſt Heaven I kneel, and not to thee, 

Here let my Knees take root. [Kneels. 
Da. Tho! clear and ſpotleſs as the Light you are, 
vet that muſt be examin'd by the Laws; | 
The Lords muſt quit you 

9 M. Muſt the Law then judge me! 

Nav, then I'll rife with ſhame from this mean Poſture; 
And now I feel the Mijeſty of Kings, 

| Dart from above, to hear it ſelf profi d; 

Stretchi og my Soul and Limbs to ſuch a vaſineſs, 

As the firſt Race of Mankind ere the Flood, 

When Heroes more than mortal rul'd the World. 
Come bring me ſtrait 55 this contemn'd Tribunal; 
Then all the Courage | + 

Of my imperial Anceſtors inſpire - | 8 
This Breaſt, from Fergus firſt, to James my Son, 

Laſt of his Race, that ſway'd the Scotiſb Globe, 
For fifteen hundred Years ſhine thro' my Face; 
Print on my Fore head every awful Look, 
Defend your Royal Right, and for me plead, 
Shoot from my Eyes, and ſtrike my Judges ded. 

2 FE. If Mary's Fate were ſentenc'd by th's Breith, 
Tf that were judge, I wou'd this Hour acquit her; 
Depend upon thy Innocence and me, . 

When that is clear'd, we both ſhall happy be: 
Jean no more Farewel - Grief ties my Speech, 1 
And Pity drowns my Eves. ; | 

2. M. Pity'd by you! I will nat die ſo meanly ; 
No, tho? in Chains, yet I'm more brave and free, 
Scorn thy baſe Mercy, and do pity thee ; 

Thou canſtmot take my L'fe; but if thou dares, 

I''l leave a Race as numerous as the Stars; | 

Whilſt thou ſhalt fall with Barrenneſs accurſt, : 
Ind thy tormented: Soul, with Envy burſt; 


* 
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Nor can ] tear her from the Vulture's Talons; 


And Chance, alas! may be ſo kind or crue}, 
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Fo ſee thy Crown on Mars Iſſue ſhine, 
And England ever bleſt with Scatland's Line. 


. Stay Siſter, lay : Exit guardal. 
Oh tis too late !? 


She's gone, drag'd from me by the mercileſs Laws, 


— — Wy] 


=> 


m_ oh! like the diſtracted Mother roar, 

Vhoſe Child a Wolf had from its Cradle bore: ; 
Haſes to its aid, and all the way in vain, 
To Heaven, and to the 8 Savage does complain; 
Speaks the Beaſt kind, till hearing as he flies, 
Betwixt his Teeth her tender Infants Cries 
Then ſhe adds Wings, and in her Flight does rave, 
With eager Hopes its precicus Life to ave : | 
Eut finds the Monſler with her Bowels ports, 
And in her Sight, its panting Limbs devour d. 

[Exennt 


ALE» SCENE IC 
Enter Morton and Daviſon /e rally. 
Mr. WELL have we met, thou Machiave] of 
1 England! F | 
And Rival to great Cecil in his Fame; 
There's ſomething of Importance on thy Brow, 
Whereon I read the great Delinquent's Fate. 

Davy. Queen Mary is condemn'd, and which is work, 
the Sentence of the Duke, muſt reſt no longer, | 
And Nerf5/k is this Heur to loſe his Head. 

Mir. The Plot of Barny, to releaſe the Duke, 
Was thought the means to urge his ſpeedy End. 

Dar, He had obtain'd his Pardon but for that, 
His Circumſtance: of Treaſon was ſo {I ght. 
Poor Duke! the moſt unfortunate and brave. 

He comes to meet his Death, within theſe Walls, 
Where ſhe muſt enter, and prepare for her*s, 


To 
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To let them meet her Sentence was pronounc'd, 
And ſhe preparing hither in her Barge. 5 . 
er. How did the haughty Queen ſubmit herſelf? 
Dav. This great Commiſſion, Wich conſiſted of 
All the Queen's Lords, and Counſellors of State, 
(Of which my ſelf was one, with five of the Judges) 
made | 5 ; 
The higheſt Throne of Juſtice upon Earth; | 
Yet ſhe contemn*d, and ſcorn'd fem as too baſe, 
To fit upon, and judge a Sovereign Queen. 
Mor. How con*d you then proceed? _. 
Day, The Court ofer-rul*d it as a ſlight Objection, 
And ſaid. they did not try her there, as Queen, 
But as a Perſon taken into Protection. 
Mir. A nice Diſtinction that, and like your Lawyers. 
Dad. At laſt, having deny'd with Conſtanzy, 
The Legal Power of this Imperial Court, 
And finding all too plainly provid againſt her, 
| As a rare Swimmer, ſhipwrack'd on the Ocean, 
A vaſt and dreadful diſtance from the Shore, 
And hopeleſs grown, with all his Arts to reach it, 
Gives himſelf ofer contentedly to drown ; 
So ſhe fat down, and mildly then ſubmitted. 

Mor. But what was the moſt ſtabbing Proofagainſt her! 
Her Carreſpondence had with Babington? 

Day. Behold the Duke's juſt coming forth to die; 
The Queen is entering too: tis as I fear'd. [Exeunt. 


| Enter Q. Mary and Guards, The Dake of Norfolk and 
beo Guards, as going to Execution. 


D Muſt the brave Duke receive his death to-day ? 
Dow. Alas, ſee where he comes, a ſight will kill you. 
AM. Quick, lead me, drive me from this diſmal 
Object, | 

Will the Queen's Malice hunt me to the laſt? 

Nor leave me, when I*m at the Bounds of Death? 
Was there no time but now? No way but this? 

O hide me in the Boſom of von Cloud, 


Or cover me with Mountains to avoid him. 


N.r. 
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A thouſand Years, and die thus every day. 
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Nor. My Queen! my lovely Aan Queen! ſureÞn 
Already de d, and this the happy Region, 

Where Souls? like her's, receive their bleſt Rewards, 
© M. Turn, much wrong'd Deny ere e Death ſeals 

thy Eyes, 4 

This Moment tear fem out, as I news 1 ; 

Shun me, as here thou woud'ſt thy hon Fate, 

Or Mouth of Biſfilisk — 
Nor. What ſays my Queen ? 
Q. M. Is not thy wrong'd and valiant Spirit ſhocky! 

And Death a much more welcome Gueſt than I? 

And worſe to ſee me, than to feel the Blow: 

Nur. By ail your Wrongs, and min. 
M. O come not near me 

is ſald, 3 murder'd Body, tho tis cold, 

And all its Veins frozen and congeal'd in Death; 

When he approaches nigh that did the Deed, 

Warm'd by the mighty Power of juſt Revenge, 

*Pours a warm Flood, and bleeds afreſn, 

Why dart you not a Peal of Curſes on me? 

Your Eyes Promethtean Fi.e to blaft my Soul? 

And why's not every Hair upon thy Head 3 

Arnd like the briſtled Porcupine againſt me? 

Ar. Love's Wounds may bleed in Death, but us 
Grief eale ; 

The Ax, theſe Guards, and this grim Pomp of Fat, 

Stir, me no more than acted in a Play 

My Love's immortal, too divine to fear, 

And ſeels no Hors, but to part with you. 

O cou'd I but redeem your precious Life, 

I'd fly to meet the Tormenis of the Fiends, 


©. M. Alas!” moit pity'd Prince! force not the 
Dre p* bY, 
Tears, the kind Balm, to eaſe all tortur'd Brezſts 
But mine; and mine finds no relief—be gone—oh no- 
For you mult neter return——let me be gone. 
N.;r. For Death I am prepar'd, but not to o part with 


„ou. 


8 


the 


als 


ſe 


6% The ALBIONQUEENS; or, th 
2. M. 'Twill not be long, ſome two or three ſhott 


Days, ; 
Or Hours perhaps, and we ſhall meet again. 
We both are in the Balance, weigh'd for Death, 


vou in the ſinking Scale, that's near the Grave, 


And I hong tottering here in hopes to follow. 
Nr. By Mercy, that till guards the Throne of Princes, 

The Queen, tho' Woman, ne'er can be ſo cruel. 

What! Shed the Blood, the ſacred Blood of Kings! 

Twere Blaſphemy unpardon'd to ſuſpect it. 

But if the dare, I will my ſelf deſcend, | 


| Arm'd with a Legion in the Shades below, 


Guarding like Gods, the utmoſt Fort of Life, 


| And drive your lovely Spirit back, to be 
Inſhrin'd within this ſacred Mould again. 


9.M. Oh Duke! are you ſo cruel and unkind ? 


Thad but two priz'd Friends, in all the World, 


The Queen, and you, and ſhe forbids me Earth, 
Will you deny me Heaven? : 

Mr. Away, your Danger ſpurs me on the Race, 
Swift as the Mind can think, my Soul ſhall fly, 


And make the Scaffold but one Step to Heaven. 


A. M. And till I come, your Happineſs to ſee, 


Kneel, and attone th' offended Powers for me. 


Mr. Yes, all the ſhining Hoſt ſhall plead your Cauſe, 


| Round the Etherial Throne Queen Mary's. Wrongs 


Shall be the Theme of their immortal Songs; 

Whilſt for Revenge their Cryſtal Trumpets ſound, 

Till their ſhrill Voice to frighted Mortals bound ; 

The Stars ſhall ſhake, the Elements be-aw'd; 

And both the Globes ſhall feel th* avenging Rod. 
M. No more; | eg 


Our Souls ſhall ſoon a joyful Meeting have; 


But to our Mortal Parts, a long Farewel. N 

| 1 8 [ Exeunt ſertrall 5 
LAlcove, with a Table, Pen, Ink and Paper, and Chairs] 
Enter Queen Elizabeth and Ladies, 


E. A Midnight Silence fits upon the Morn, 
The Eye of Day ſhuts, as m_ already, 


And 
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And ſeems the ſetting; nat the riſing Snn. 
| I want no Glories that the World can give, 
| 'Crowns.on:my Head, and Kingdoms at my Nod; 
Yet where's the quiet, where's the Freedom here? 


Enter Cecil aud Daviſon. 


v Da. My Lord, I fear we have tranſgreſs'd too far 
| Upon the Queen's moſt private Thoughts. 

Cec. Thoughts, or no Thoughts, we muſt and wil 

awake her. | 
Yet hold, let us retire within hearing, 
Till ſhe is pleas'd to call. [Retin, 
Q. E. Norfolk is now no more. 7 
Flis Body's free from Pain, his Mind from Fear, 
And feels, like mine, no doleful Beatings here. 
Cutſt be this Crown, and this loath'd Scene of Power, 
And curſt this Head that e'er the Magick wore. 
'The careleſs Shepherd's Breaſt feels no ſuch Sting, 
More lov'd, obey'd, and happier than a King 
His Subjects do not one another hate, 
For Malice, or for Jealouſy of State; 
But harmleſly the Ewe, and creſted Ram, 
Walk fide by fide, and guard the tender Lamb. 
Who's there? [Res enter Daviſon and Cecl. 

Cec. What wou'd your Majeſty ? 

QE. Welcome, kind Cecil, to aſſiſt me; 
Welcome, I hope, to rid this Breaſt of Tortures. 
What ſay the Couneil to their Queen's Demand! 
Shall my dear Siſter live? Shall J be happy? 
Speak, Daviſon, and tell your Miſtreſs's Doom: 
Quick, for my Soul now farts to meet the Sound. 

Dav. May't pleaſe your Majeſty, your faithful Cound 
To what you urg'd, that Me - cy ſhou'd be ſhewn 
To one of Mary's Dignity and Sex, . 
And near Relation, both in Blood and Title to you; 
They humbly offer, that no Sex, nor Greatneſs, 
Nay, were they ſprung from the ſame Royal Father, 
Ought to protect Offenders*gainſt their Sovereign; 
And boldly tell you, Mercy is a Crime, 
When it is ſhewn to one that has no Mercy; 


(he 
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She wou'd have taken your Life, 
Which is not fate as long as Mary lives. ; | 
WhonPif you ſave, in hopes that Heaven will ſpare you, 
"Tis not to truſt to Mercy, but provoke it. i= 

Q E. Is this the Cenſure then; of your moſt wiſe 
And arbitrary Caution ? | | 
Day. Mightieſt Queen! 

Do not miſtake what is your Subjects Love; 
b Our only Zeal is for your Royal Safety, 

To whom one precious Moment of your Welfare, 

Is far more worth than ail our Lives and Fortunes. 

Ceic. To that Objection of your Majeſty, 

That this may draw a War from Fracne or Spain; 

We all agree, with one entire Conſent, 
If any ſuch ſhow'd be, to guard your Crown 
| And Royal Perſon, with our Lives and Fortunes; 
And:ſuch fond Fears are held impoſſible, 
For they can ne'er hurt England, but by her, 
| And all ſuch Dangers at her Death will vaniſh. 

QF. Is this your Anſwer to your Sov'reign's Tears? 
This all the kindneſs that two Queens can beg? 

Dav. All fixt, and firm as Fate, we are reſolv'd.. 
| Like Rocks to ſtand the Tempeſt of vain Pity, 
Since to deny you this, is to be Loyal: | 
And to aſſuage the Tyrant Mercy in your Boſom; 
No other Anſwer we can give but this: 
| knzel, and humbly offer to your thinking 
ASaying no leſs true to be obſerv'd, 1 
Than once was ſaid of Covradine of Sicily, 
And Charles of Anjou, Rivals in a Crown, 
Which is The Death of Mary is the Life 
Of Queen Elizabeth; the Life of Mary, 
The Death of Queen Z/izabeth. 
; E. Hear, you immortal and avenging Powers! 

Are Kings Vicegerents of your Rule on Earth? | 

. Preithes the rich Oil yet fragrant on our Brows? 

: And are we thus obligid? there are but two 
Main Attributes which ſtamp us like your ſelves; 
Mercy and (ole Prerogative, and thoſe 
Oe Daring and ſaucy Subjects wou'd deny us, | 

ES > Cec. 


ir. 


er, 
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Cec. May'c pleaſe your Mzjefly : 
Q.E. Þ1I hear no more—Hail pious Confeſſor, 
In vain we ſprung from E#ward's ſacred Line; 
J from this Hour the Tyrant will begin, 
Throw off the Saint, and be no mote a Queen; 
No more be fam'd for merciful abroad, 
But turn my Scepter to an Iron Rod. 
For if thou woudſt be great, thou rather muſt, 
Be fear'd for Cruelty, than lov'd for Juſt: | 
Hence and be gone, for I will Thunder bring, 


| | [Ex. Dav. and Cee, 
Fell as a Woman, awful as a King. Ging, fits, 


What have I done? With whom ſhall I adviſe? 
Heaven keeps at awſul diſtance now, and treats not 
With Kings, as it with Monarchs did of old, 

In Viſions counſel'd, or by Prophets warn'd. 
Inſpire my Thoughts Bid Daviſon come back, 
How wietched is my Fate! 

That on each. fide, on Ruin I muſt run, 

Or take my Siſler's Life, or loſe my own. 


Re-enter Daviſon. 


Dav. I come at your dread Majeſty's Command, 

Q. E. O Daviſon? Thou art a Man, on whom 
My daily Smiles like Rays adorn thy Perſon ; 
But thou haſt Merits, that out-ſhine my Bounties. 

Day. O whither wou'd your Majeſty ! 

QE. Thou ſeeſt how thy poor Queen is tortur'd, 
Tis vain to hide what thou haſt Eyes to find; 
How backward I am ſtil to Cruelty ; 

How loth to drain the Blood even of my Foes. 
Is there no way to ſatisfy my People, 
Nor jealous Power, but by my Siſter's Death ? 

Dave. I wou'd adviſe; 


But oh! What hopes can that Phyſician have 
Of Cure, whoſe Patient throws away his Medicine, 


And ſays that is a Poiſon? Lo, I kneel 
To you, the wiſeſt, charming'it Queen on Earth, 
The perfe&| Pattern to thoſe Powers above; 
Yet oh! the more y'are good in Mercy ſhine ; 
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They ſeem more fixt to ſave ſuch Excellence, 

Which cannot be but by the Death of Mary. 

QE. Screech Owls, dark Ravens, and amphib tous 
Monſters 93 | | 

Are ſcreaming in that Voice Fly from my Sight; 

gun Monſter, find, and ſeek thy Habitation, | 

Where ſuch loath'd Vermin build their fatal Nets,. 

Or fink there to the Center as thou kneel'ſt, 

Rather than that ſnou'd be, riſe and be gone: | 
Davy. This ſhall not fright your Slave from his lov'd 

Nor from his humble Poſture; no, unleſs [Duty, 

Vou take this Weapon in your Royal Hand, 

And thruſt it in your Servant's faithful Breaſt, 

And let out all my Blood that's Loyal; yet 

When I am dead, ſo well you are belovd, 

There's none of all your Subjects but wou'd bleſs you: 


Q. Be gone quick, Davi/on, thou fatal Charmer, 
Thou ſubtle Mouth of the deluding Senate. 
| Dao, Alas! what Ends can your kind People have? 
What private Benefit can they propoſe, 
By this Queen's Death, but to preſerve your Reign? 
| Which is the all, and only Bleſſing aim'd at. 
Believe, conſider. ; 

QE. Oh Daviſon? - 
| That Spain has an Armado launch'd, fo vaſt, 
That o'er our narrow Seas will form a Bridge, 
To let in all their Living to this Iſland;: | 
With iron Rods to ſcourge, and Chains to bind us: 
Ti affrighted People haſten to their Shores, | 
And ſcarcely can perceive a Cloud far off, 
| Darkning the Sky, and blackning all the Sea; - 
| But cry the Armado's coming. | 
Q.E. Vain Reports | | 


I heard it run in Whiſpers thro” the Houſe ; 
And all the Lords that ſat upon the Queen, 
| That this Invaſion was for Mary's fake; 
And if you will not ſign hoe Gaby Death, 


— 


Thus kneel, implore, and hug the Fate that I had. [ Riſer. - 


Dav. Remember too your Danger News is brought 


Bav. Upon this dreadful Rumour, ſtrange Alarm, 


They 
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They muſt be forc'd to fly, or ſet up her, | 
In hopes that when ſhe reigns, that proſperous Ag 
May expiate their Crime in judging her. 

E. Ha! 3 
Dar. Tis moſt true; can you condemn em fort! 


Sign but the Warrant, ſtay the Execution, 


And then perhaps, your Subjects, when they find 
How much their Queen did condeſcend for them, 
May ſoon relent, and with ſubmiſſive Tears 
Requeſt that Life, which you ſo long had begg'd 
In vain of them. | 

Q. E. I have conſider'd write 

Day. Write what? | 

Q. E. Write what thou wilt, write any thing, 
A Warrant for Queen Mary's Execution 
Queen, did I ſay? 

Dav. Oh! good Angels bleſs you! 
Nay, Children, whom you have now redeem'd fn 

Slaughter, 

May live to the full Age of Man, and ſing 
Your Praiſe. | 

Q. E. Did J ſay Queen? 
Shall the fierce Hand of curſt E/izabeth 
Condemn to die her Couſin, and a Queen ! 
Diſpatch, and let thy Pen fly o'er the Paper, 
Swift as the Quill upon an Eagle's Wing! 


For if thou giv'ſt my Thoughts one Moment for Rt 


| ntance. 
Hadſt thou the Tongue, the Eloquence of Angels, 
It were in vain to alter my Reſolve;x;Ä 
Write, write, no matter how, .if foul, the better, 
Foul as the Fact I am about to do. | 
5 [Daviſon writs 
Dav. See, I've already done. | 
Q. E. Quick, quick it muſt, | 
| Nea. 
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Oh cruel Daviſon! when thou cam'ſt here, 


Tears ſhou'd have flow'd, much faſter than thy Ink, 


q And drown'd her Name with Rivers from thy Eyes. 


Reads. To be beheaded on 4 Scaffold fixt without the 
Tower. | 


And J to this muſt ſign Elizabeth. . 
Quick, give my roving Thoughts no time for Reaſon ; 
But thou, ſucceſsful Devil, put the Pen 
Into my Hand, and Hell into my Boſom. - 

Dav. Confider that it is of no more force, 
Than Teſtaments, that may at any time, 
The Party living, be revok'd and null'd. 

2. E. There, there it is. [Signs it. 


[Soft Mufick ready with Flutes.} 


Yet ſtay; be ſure thou keep'ſt it, as thou woud*ſt 

Thy Soul and Body from eternal Fires. 5 

Think, when J put into thy Hands this Paper, 

'Tis not the Life of Mary, but thy Queen's; 

The moment that thou part'ſt with this dead Warrant, 

May the juſt Stateſman be thy Fortune ſtill, 

And all thy Good rewarded be with Ill; 

Tho' honeſt, may*{ thou be a Villain thought, 

And die a Traitor for thy Prince's fault. [EExit. 
Dar. The Deed is done at laſt. KEY 


Enter Morton and Cecil. | 


Cer, Haſt thou got the Paper? 
Dao. Tis in my Hand. 
Mor. Victorious Daviſon ! 
Eternal Ages ſhall adore thy Statue, 
And wiſe Hiſtorians, when this Deed they note, 


. dhalllift thy Name among the Stars for this. 


Cec. Giv't me. | 
Day. But had you heard what Execrations 


Cec, 
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Ce. Oh? no matter, ours be all the blame, 
We'll carry to the joyful Council this. 

To morrow ſhe ſhall die, and the Queen reſt; 

When. this hugg'd Cancer's parted from her Breaſt. 


- [Exeut, 
Sift Mnſick Bere. 
[4 Table at the upper end of the Stage] 


Queen Mary aiſrover d tneeling, with a Book in her Hard, 
ber Women kneeling by ber. | 


Enter to them Dowglas, and Men Servants. 


Dow. Behold her kneeling? O ye immortal Powers! 
Ye Powers that help ſo good and mild as ſhe! 
Send Hoſts of Cherubs down to waft thoſe Sighs. 
Sure all the. World's remember'd in thoſe Prayers, 
And in thoſe Tears, thy guilty Foes are waſh*d. 

2. M Come all of ye, draw near. [Q.:comes formul, 
How goes the Day? | 

Doro. The-Sun's now-riſen, whoſe Setting you'll nem 
ſee. : | | 
. ©. M. Suppoſe I've but an Hour. of Life, that were 
| enough; 
The Diſtance up to Heaven, tho it ſeems fo great, 
Yet 'tis ſo nigh, and Mercy flies ſo faſt, 
That in leſs while than ſwifteſt Lightning falls, 
It faves the poor Delinquent at the bottom, 
That has been Ages tumbling to Perdition. 
Doro. O ye dread Fates! ye Sovereign Guardòf Kings! 
Muſt that bright Head be ſnatch&d off / by an Ax? 
Upon whoſe Brow's a Crown, a ſacred Crown ? 

9. M. What matters it, how we die? 

When Dead we are all the ſame, there's no diſtinction 
Betwixt a Prince, that on his gorgeous Bed, 
Gives up a pamper*d Ghoſt, and me upon 


A Scaffold, and with that impartial fudge, _. 
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That holds the ſteady equal Beams of Juſtice, 
A Crown weighs light, with Virtue in the Ballance. 
Dieb. How d'ye, and how bears that precious Heart, 
The expected Moment of its Bodies Fate ? 
M. Ne er better; for myMaids can bear me Witneſe, 
T laid me down to reſt, and all the Night 
| Slept like a thoughtleſs Infant, 
With Smiles imprinted on its lovely Cheeks, 
And wak'd with Joy to dreſs me for my Travel: 
Like one, who on a May- Day Morn ſets out, | 
pleasꝰd with the Beauties of the Lawns and Fields, 
| And hopes to come into his Inn at Night. 
| Dxo. O Miracle of Innocence! 
2. M. Thou, Dozwglas, 
Art young, may*ſt live, my Story to relate, 
To Men, that now are Children in the Womb; 
But Melril, thou haſt been long my faithful Servant, 
| Haſte into France and Scotland, when I'm dead; 
There tell the Gaz/es, my dear Couſins, and Son, 
Thou ſaw'ſt me die, in the true Faith I liv'd in; 
Not Scotland's Crown, nor England's Hopes couꝭd tempt 
me, | : 
Nor eighteen Years a Pris*ner, to apoſtatize, 
Ny, nor my Life, which now I ſeal its Martyr. - 
| Din. O Saint-like Goodneſs ! | | 
9. M VV ve been faithful all; 
What poor Eſtate, my cruel Wants have left me, 
(Here is my Will) I freely giv*t among you; 


{ Wou'd it were more, as much as you deſerve; 

Ny weep not, here are ſome few Trifles 

{ will diſtribute with my own glad Hands: 

Lere js ſome Gold and ſewels in this Casket, 

Shire fem among ye, and a Kiſs toeach. [To her Women. 

| Heaven bleſs you all: thou, Melvil, take this Ring; 

[1 wou'd not have thee every time thou look*ſt on'*t, 

But ſometimes call to mind, that it was Mary's 

Poor Man ! his Griefs, have choak'd his Speech 

| [70 Dawglas. 

| Receive this Bracelet, from thy Miſtreſs* Arm, _ i 
| An 
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And tie*t about thy Wiift go to my Son, 
The riſing Sun, from 1ary's endleſs Setting, 
And hell take care of thee, and all of ye. 
Daw. Alas! I quickly ſhall be paſt all care, 
This fatal Day hangs heavier on my Youth 
Than threeſcore Years can do on Docuglas's head. 
2, M. I've nothing elſe to give, but after me, Joys. 
In Reverfion. 
Doro. T will not be long, ere you will ſhine a Star 
And light us on our way. 
Q M. Give me ſome Wine ur Miſtreſs here. 
bequeaths 
Her laſt kind Wiſhes to you in this Draught. 
J have no Friends, no Children nigh, but you. 
He whom I bore, wrack*d from theſe tender Boels, 
Scarce bleſt his joyful Mother for her Labour, 
With his Infant Beams; but was by Viilains, 
Like little Romu/us, from this Boſom torn, 
And nurſt with Wolves; wherefore my deareſt Friends, 
My faithful, ſuffering, mourning, weeping Servants! 
Your Queen, your Miſtreſs, drinks to every one, 
And all Revenge, and Malice bury'd be 
In this kind Bowl, as is this Wine in me. 
[ Drinks, all null. 
_ Dow. Give me the Cup :——here*s to our Miſtreſs; 
[urs about, puts Poiſon in the Cup, and drink, 
And-to her Health of Immortality, 
And mine. Behold they come to fetch you. 
. 2, M. They are welcome 


Enter Cecil, Morton, Lieutenant of tbe Tower, aud 
Guards. 


My Lord, I have expected you with Joy, 
You find me like a chearfal, longing Bride: 
Come, and conduct me to my Bridegroom Death. 
Cec. Alas! I muſt. 
©. M. Bring you no Meſſage-from the ovens 


Nor word, of farewel, to her dying Couſin? 


a [0777 


Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 6g p 


Cer. Something ſhe wou d have ſaid, but barſt in Tears, 
Whil& with a Groan, her tortur'd Speech expir'd, 
And only cry'd,, O Mary, and no more. . 

Mr. Madam, I kneel, in hopes of your Forgiveneſs. 

M. Thou'ſt done no Ill to me, but as thy Nature: 

A Wolf can do but as a Wolf thou haſt it. 
Tho Heaven thy borrid Crimes, may ne'er forget, 
But let my Son revenge his Father's Murder, 
Which thou too ſurelydidſt, and laid'ſt the Stain on me. - - | 


6 


Enter Daviſon im Haſte: 
Day. J have ſtrange and ſudden News to tell you, | 


| Juſt now's arriv'd from Scotlaud, Patrick Grey, | 
With Letters to the Queen, which have diſturb'd her; | 
But more my Lord, ſhe ſeems incens'd at you. [To Mor. | 
J wiſh this Execution had been done, | 
Or not to do. | 
Cec. We are gone too far already, 
To think of going back. 
Das. Room for the Queen. 
Madam, 'tis fit you would diſmiſs your Servants, 
The Scaffold will be crowded elſe. | 
| QI. The Queen my Siſter cannot be ſo cruel. 
Shall this poor Body, when its Light is out, 
(Which Princeſſes were kneeling proud to deck) 
Its Baſhfulneſs without a Bluſh expos'd ? 
| And none of all my Friends, at laſt allow'd | 
To weep, and ſhrowd theſe Limbs, when I am dead, 
| 


- 
— 


—— — 


Which theſe poor Wretches all will thank you for. 
| Cer Madam, tho againſt the Orders of our Miſtreſs, 
Two of your Women Servants ſhall attend you, | 
And of your Men the like, which beſt ſhal] pleaſe you. 
| Now have you aught, that we may tel] the Queen? 
M. T have but one Requeſt, that ſhe'll permit 
| My Friends to bear my Body into France, 

There to b: bury'd with my Anceſtors 
Of Lorrain, whence my Mother was deſcended; © 
For Scotland, thou that never gav*ſt me Quiet, 

When I was living; ne'er ſhall reſt me dead. 
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50 Death of Mary Queen of Scots, | 
Das. On then, make Way there. 


Protect a Cron Weep not, 


Aud now with Bluſhings veils her charming Face; 
The lovely Pillar that ſuſtains her Head, 


QM. Come near, and you two take me by the Hand; 
For to the laſt, with Decency I will, 

Tho little Port, the Majeſty retain | 

Of what I m, the rightful Queen of Scotland, 
Queen-Dowager of France, and England's Heir; 

A glorious ſhine of Titles, that wou*d like 

The lambent Beams, around the Heads of Angels, 


But take me by the Hands, as you have ſeen 

Your now expiring, then your blooming Queen, 
Brought by two. Monarchs to the Dauphin's Arms, 
Adorn'd with all Love's Pride, and all Love's Charms; 
So lead me to the Place where I may gain 


Immortal Pleaſures, and immortal reign. 
[Ex. led by tzoo Gentlemen. 


Manent Morton and Dowsglas, 


Mor. Why doſt thou weep, and grovel on the Floor? 
Dow. Traitor, becauſe I will not herd with Men. 
| — [Faints, and lyes nt. 

"Tis nobler thus to crawl like Snakes and Toads, 
Than live, and have a Face erect like thee. 

Mor. Alas! thou faint'ſt! f 

Dow. Hold off thy curſed Hands: I am reſolw'd, 
My-Royal Miſtreſs ſhall not fall alone, 
But Hand in Hand, the joyful Courſe we'll run, 
Attend ye bright Inhabitants on high, 
Whilſt I praclaim the imperial Saint is nigh, 
Now, now, ſhe ſtarts, and now begins the Race, 


Her ſnowy Neck, now on the Block is laid; 

Tears in vaſt Torrents flow from every Eye, 
And Groans, like Thunder, 1end the vaulted Sky; 
The Ax is up, and points the Way to Heaven 


Now, now, it falls, and now the Stroke is gives, | 
| ith 


ME | A 


Death-of Mary Queen of Sedts; %r 
Enter Queen Elizabeth and other Attendants. 


Q. E. Speak, Morton, Traitor to thy Sovereign, 
Yet give me Comfort, and I'II pardon all, / 
Where is the Queen? fay, does my Siſter live? 
| Where is ſhe ? x 

Mor. Dead ere this upon the Scaffold. : | 

QE. Now, who will ſwifteſt run to fave both Queens! 
Fly faſter than the ruſhing J hought, and he 
That from the lifted Ax, the Dove can fave, 

Shall be a King. CC 
Vaniſh, a Kingdom's thy Reward. FS 
Seize on that Fiend'; Truth has at laſt been kind, 
And brought to Light, 'twas he that murder*'d Darn/y. 
z. Bind him in Chains, and in an Iron-Cage, 
| Let him be ſent to Scotlaud to be tortur d. 
1 [Ex. Morton dragg*d away: 
Ha!] what unthought of diſmal Obje&'s this? 
A ſecond Proſpe& ſure of Grief to none; 
The pretty, innocent, and faithful Dozoglas, 
Dead with no other Wound, than Sorrow's Dart, 
| Or ſome unhappy Poiſon. | 


* 
Enter Cecil and Daviſon: 


Cec. Madam, I wiſh the Ranſom of our Eives 
Cou'd fave the Queen's, or mediate our Offence, 
If you ſhall think it ſo ; for ſhe is dead. 
Q.E. How coud'ſt thou be ſo curſt a Villain! 
What boots the Thunder, or the Bolts of Kings, 
Which Traitors fear no more than Summer's Hail, 
Elſe why art thou alive? and why dy*d Mary ſo? 
Cec. Alas! 
QE. Remove that Vulture from my ſight; and ſince 
Death cannot reach him, the Star- Chamber ſhall 
Strip him of all his borrow'd Plumes, and leave him 
As naked as he came into the World. (lknovvn, 
= a. Long may you Jive, till Heaven at laſt makes 
e Good that I've ſo ill-rewarded done. [ Exit. 
G ; QE#. 
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_ Q- FrEeanray Thoſe ſad Remains for ever! 
Thy Dult i Mee Royal Monument, 
High as thy Friendſhip ſhall the Marble riſe, 


And with thy Soul, thy Tomb ſhall reach the Skies 


|  ['Fhoy take off Dowglas 
Cec. O calm that Boſom, let no Grief | 

Moleſt your quiet Spirit in its Godlike Manſion. 
QE. O Cecil ! ſhall I never be at Reſt! 


We are but gaudy Executioners at heſt ; 


Fix'd to our Crowns, we bear the gauling Weight 

Of cenſuring Fools, and flattering Knaves of State, 

If we forgive, our Pity is arraign'd, 

If puniſh ! we with Crimes are ſtain'd. 

In ſome wild Deſart happier tis to reign 

O'er Wolves and Tygers, than more cruel] Men. 

Hence with vain Glories: I'll no more contend, 

Truſt not in Greatneſs, nor on Crowns depend, [ 

When Virtue is alone our ſureſt Friend. 
| | [Exzunt. 
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